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CHAPTER ONE
"How s THE BELLYACHE, then?"

Gwn stuck his head round the door.
Alison sat in the iron bed with brass knobs.

Por cel ai n col ums showed the Infant Bacchus and there was a | unp of
sl ate under one | eg because the floor dipped.



"A bore," said Aison

"And |'mtoo hot."

"Tough" said Gwn.

"I couldn't find any books, so I've brought one | had from school

' m supposed to be reading it for Literature, but you' re welcone: it
| ooks deadly."

"Thanks anyway," said Alison

"Roger's gone for a swm You wanting conpany are you?"

"Don't put yourself out for me" said Alison
"Raght," said Gwn.
"Cheerio."

He rode sideways down the banisters on his arnms to the first floor
| andi ng.

" Quyn! "
"Yes? What's the matter?You OK?"

"Qui ck!"

"You want a basin? You going to throw up, are you?"
" Quyn! "

He ran back

Alison was kneeling on the bed.

"Listen," she said.

"Can you hear that?"

"That what ?"

"That noise in the ceiling. Listen."

The house was qui et .

Mostyn Lewi s-Jones was calling after the sheep on the nountain: and
somet hing was scratching in the ceiling above the bed.

"Mce," said Gwn.

"Too loud," said Alison

"Rats, then."

"No. Listen. It's sonething hard."

"They want their claws triming."



"It's not rats,” said Alison.
"It is rats. They're on the wood: that's why they're so loud."

"I heard it the first night I came" said Alison,"and every night
since: a few mnutes after I'min bed."

"That's rats," said Gwn.

"As bold as you please."

"No," said Alison.

"It's something trying to get out. The scratching's a bit | ouder
each night. And today - it's the |loudest yet - and it's not there all
the tine."

"They rmust be tired by now' said Gwn.

Chapter One.

"Today - it's been scratching when the pain's bad.
Isn't that strange?"

"You're strange,' said Gwn. He stood on the bed, and rapped the
ceiling." You up there!

Buzz off!

The bed jangled as he fell, and | anded hard, and sat gaping at
Al'i son.

Hi s knocks had been answered.
"Gwn! Do it again!"

Gwn stood up.

Knock, knock.

Scratch, scratch.

Knock.

Scr at ch.

Knock knock knock.
Scratch scratch scratch.
Knock - knock knock.
Scratch - scratch scratch.
Gwn whi st | ed.

"Hey," he said.

"These rats should be up the Granmmar at Aberystwth."



He junped of f the bed.

"Now where've | seen it? - | know in the closet here" Gwn opened a
door by the bedroom chi mey.

It was a narrow space |ike a cupboard, and there was a hatch in the
cei ling.

"W need a | adder," said Gwn.

"Can't you reach if you stand on the washbasi n?"
said Alison.

"Too chancy. We need a pair of steps and a hammer. The bolt's
rusted in. 1'll go and fetch themfromthe stables.”

"Don't be long" said Alison.
"I"'mall jittery."

""Gwn's Educated Rats': how s that? We'll make a packet on the
telly."

He cane back with the stepladder, hanmer and a cage trap.
"My Mare's in the kitchen, so | couldn't get bait."
"I'"ve some chocol ate," said Alison.

"It's fruit and nut: will that do?"

"Fine" said Gwn.

"Gve it us here now "

He had no roomto strike hard with the hanmer, and rust and old paint
dropped in his face.

"It's painted right over," he said.

"No one's been up for years.

Ah.

That's it.

The bolt broke fromits rust.

Gwn clinbed down for Alison's torch.

He wi ped his face on his sleeve, and wi nked at her.
"That's shut their racket, anyway."

As he said this the scratching began on the door over his head,
| ouder than before.

"You don't have to open it," said Alison.

"And say goodbye to fanme and fortune?"



"Don't |augh about it. You don't have to do it for me. Gwn, be
careful. It sounds so sharp: strong and sharp."

"Who's | aughing, girlie?"

He brought a dry mop fromthe | anding and pl aced the head agai nst the
door in the ceiling.

The scratching had stopped.

He pushed hard, and the door banged open.
Dust sank in a cloud.

"It's light," said Gwn.

"There's a pane of glass let in the roof."
"Do be careful" said Alison.

""ls there anybody there?"
said the Travel |l er' -Yarawar awar awar awar a!

" Gmwyn brandi shed the nmop through the hole." Nothing, see.

He clinbed until his head was above the | evel of the joists.
Alison went to the foot of the | adder.

"Alot of nuck and straw. Comi ng?"

"No," said Alison.

"I'"d get hayfever in that dust. I'"'mallergic.”

"There's a snell," said Gwn: "a kind of scent: | can't quite yes:
it's neadowsweet. Funny, that. It nust be blowing fromthe river.

The sl ates feel red hot."

"Can you see what was maki ng the noise?"
said Alison.

Gwn braced his hands on either side of the hatch and drew his | egs
up.

"It's only a place for the water tanks, and that," he said.

"No proper floor. Wait a minute, though!"

"\Where are you going? Be careful."

Alison heard Gwn nove across the ceiling.

In the darkest corner 'of the loft a plank lay over the joists, and
on it was a whol e dinner service: squat towers of plates, a nound of
di shes, and all covered with grime, straw, droppings and bl ackened

pi eces of birds' nests.

"What is it?"



said Alison.

She had conme up the | adder and was hol di ng a handkerchi ef to her
nose.

"Pl ates. Masses of them"
"Are they broken?"

"Not hing wong with themas far as | can see, except
nmuck.

They're rather race - green and gold shining through the straw
"Bring one down, and we'll wash it."

Alison saw Gwn |lift a plate fromthe top of the nearest pile, and
then he lurched, and nearly put his foot through the ceiling between
the joists.

"Gwn! Is that you?"

"Whoops! "

"Pl ease cone down."

"Right. Just a second. It's so blooning hot up here it nade ne go
sken-eyed. "

He cane to the hatch and gave Alison the plate.

"I think your nmother's calling you," said Alison.
Gwn clinmbed down and went to the top of the stairs.
"What you want, Manf"

"Fetch ne two lettuce fromthe kitchen garden!™

Hi s nother's voi ce echoed from bel ow.

"And be sharp now "

"“I'"'m busy!"

"You are not?

Gwn pulled a face.

"You clean the plate," he said to Alison.
"Il be right back."

Bef ore he went downstairs Gwn put the cage trap into the loft and
cl osed the hatch.

"What did you do that for?You didn't see anything, did you?"
said Alison.

"No," said Gwn.



"But there's droppings. | still want to know what kind of rats it is
can count."

CHAPTER TWO.

ROGER SPLASHED THROUGH t he shal l ows to the bank.

A slab of rock stood out of the ground close by him and he spraw ed
backwards into the foam of neadowsweet that grew thickly round its

base.

He gathered the stens in his arms and pulled the m | ky heads down
over his face to shield himfromthe sun

Through the flowers he could see a jet trail noving across the sky,
but the only sounds were the river and a farmer calling sheep sonewhere
up the valley.

The nmountains were gentle in the heat.

The ridge above the house, crowned with a grove of fir trees, |ooked
bl ack agai nst the summrer |ight.

He breathed the cool sweet air of the flowers.

He felt the sun drag deep in his |inbs.

Sonething flew by him a blink of dark on the | eaves.
It was heavy, and fast, and struck hard.

He felt the vibration
t hrough the rock, and he heard a scream

Roger was on his feet, crouching, hands w de, but the neadow was
enpty, and the scream was gone: he caught its echo in the farner's
di stant voice and a curlew away on the nountain.

There was no one in sight: his heart raced, and he was cold in the
heat of the sun.

He | ooked at his hands.

The neadowsweet had cut him haling his palmw th red beads.
The flowers stank of goat.

He | eant agai nst the rock

The nmount ai ns hung over him ready to fill the valley.

"Brrr--" He rubbed his arms and legs with his fists.
The skin was rough with gooseflesh

He | ooked up and down the river, at the water shding like oil under
the trees and breaking on the stones.

"Now what the heck was that? Acoustics?



Trick acoustics?

And those hills - they'd addl e anyone's brains.
" He pressed his back against the rock.” Don't you nove.
' m wat chi ng you.

That's better - Hello?

There was a hole in the rock.

It was round and smooth, and it went right through fromone side to
t he ot her.

He felt it with his hand before he saw

Has it been drilled on purpose, or is it a freak?

he t hought.

Waste of tinme if it isn't natural: crafty precision job, though.
"Cosh, what a fluke!"

He had hned hinmself up with the hole to see if it was straight, and
he was | ooking at the ridge of fir trees above the house.

The hole franed the trees exactly.

"Brrrr, put some clothes on."

Roger wal ked up through the garden fromthe river.
Huw Hal f bacon was raking the gravel on the drive in
front of the house, and talking to Gwn, who was banging | ettuces
toget her to shake the earth fromthe roots.

"Lovely day for a swm" said Huw.

"Yes," said Roger.

"Perfect."

"Lovel y."

"Yes."

"You were sw nmi ng?"

sai d Huw.

"That's why |'m wearing trunks," said Roger.

"It is alovely day for that;' said Huw. " Sw nm ng.

" Yes.



"In the water," said Huw

"I'"ve got to get changed," said Roger.

"Il come with you," said Gwn.

"I want to have a talk."

"That man's gaga" said Roger when they were out of hearing.
"He's so far gone he's com ng back."

They sat on the terrace.

It was shaded by its own steepness, and bel ow themthe river shone
t hrough the trees.

"Hurry up then," said Roger

"I'"mcold."

" Somet hi ng happened just now," said Gwn.

"There was scratching in the Ioft over Alison's bedroom™
"M ce" said Roger.

"That's what | said. But when | knocked to scare them away - they
knocked back."

"CGet offl.’

"They did. So | went up to have a look. There's a pile of dirty
pl ates up there: must be worth pounds.”

"Ch? That's interesting. Have you brought them down?"

" One.

Alison's cleaning it.

But what about the scratching?

"Coul d be anything. These plates, though: what are they |ike?
Why were they up there?

"I couldn't see nuch. | asked Huw about them"

"Wl ?"

"He said, "M nd how you are |ooking at her.""

"Who? Al ? What's she
got to do with it?"

"Not Alison. | don't know who he meant. Wen | told himl'd found
the plates he stopped raking for a noment and said that: "M nd how you
are | ooking at her.' Then you cane."



"I tell you, the man's off his head.- Wiy's he called Hal foacon,
anyway ?"

"It's the Wl sh: Huw Hanner hob" said Gmyn.

"Huw Hal foacon: Huw the Flitch: he's called both."
"It suits him"

"It's a nickname" said Gayn.

"What's his real nanme?"

"I don't think he knows. Roger? There's one nore thing. | don't
want you to |augh.”

"Well, when |I picked up the top plate, |I canme over all queer. A sort
of tingling in ny hands, and everything went muzzy - you know how at
the pictures it sometines goes out of focus on the screen and then
cones back? It was like that: only when | could see straight again, it
was di fferent somehow. Sonet hi ng had changed. "

"Li ke when you're watching a person who's asl eep, and they wake up"
sai d Roger.

"They don't nove, nothing
happens, but you know t hey're awake.

"That's it!"
sai d Gwn.

"That's it! Exactly! Better than what | was trying to sayl By,
you're a quick one, aren't you?"

"Can you tell me anything about a rock with a hole through it down by
the river?"
sai d Roger.

"A big slab?"
sai d Gwn.

"Yes,just in the nmeadow. "

"I't'"ll be the Stone of Gonw, but I don't know why. Ask Huw.
He's worked at the house all his life.

"No thanks. He'd give me the London Stockmarket C osing Report.

"What do you want to know for, anyway?"

sai d Gwn.
"I was sunbathing there" said Roger.
"Are you conming to see how Ali's managed with your plate?"

"In a sec," said Gwn.



"I got to drop these in the kitchen for Mam 1'l|l see you there."
Roger changed qui ckly and went up to Alison

H s bedroom was i nmedi ately bel ow hers, on the first floor

She was bendi ng over a plate which she had bal anced on her knees.

The plate was covered with a sheet of paper and she was draw ng
something with a pencil.

"What's this Gwn says you' ve found?"
sai d Roger.

"I"ve nearly finished," said Alison
She kept moving the paper as she drew.
"There! What do you think of that?"

She was fl ushed.

Roger took the plate and turned it over
"No maker's mark," he said.

"Pity. | thought it m ght have been a real find. It's ordinary
stuff.' thick: not worth nuch."”

"Thi ck yourselfl Look at the pattern!”
"Yes. - Well?"
"Don't you see what it is?"

"An abstract design in green round the edge, touched up with a bit of
rough gilding."

"Roger! You're being stupid on purpose! Look at that part. It's an
ow's head."

"--Yes? | suppose it is, if you want it to be. Three | eafy heads
with this kind of abstract flowery business in between each one.

Yes: | suppose so"

It's not abstract,"” said Alison." That's the

body.

If you take the design off the plate and fit it together it nmakes a
conplete ow .

See.
|'ve traced the two parts of the design, and all you do is turn the
head right round till it's the other way up, and then join it to the

top of the main pattern where it follows the rimof the plate.

There you are.



It's an oW - head, wings and all.

"So it's an oW ," said Roger.

"An ow that's been sat on."

"You wait," said Alison, and she began to cut round the design with a
pair of scissors.

When she had finished she pressed the head forward, bent and tucked

in the splayed legs, curled the feet and perched the oW on the edge of
her candl esti ck.

Roger | aughed.

"Yes! It is! An ow!"

It was an owl: a stylised, floral ow.

The bending of its |legs had curved the back, giving the body the
rigid set of an ow.

It glared fromunder heavy brows.

"No, that's really good," said Roger.

"How di d you think

20

it ah out - the tracing, and howto fold it?

"I saw it as soon as |I'd washed the plate," said Alison.

"It was obvious."

"It was?"
sai d Roger.

"I'"d never have thought of it. I like him"
"Her," said Alison.
"You can tell? OK Her. | like her."

He tapped the oW 's head with the pencil, making the body rock on its
per ch.

"Hello there!™

"Don't do that," said Alison.

"\What ?"

"Don't touch her."

"Are you all right?"

"Gve me the pencil. | nust nmake sonme nore" said Alison.

"I put the lettuce by the sink," Gwn call ed.



"I"'mgoing to see Alison."

"You wait, boy" said his nother.

"Them | ettuce need washing. | only got one pair of hands."

Gwn sl ashed the roots into the pig bucket and ran water in the sink
H s mot her came through fromthe | arder

She was gat hering herself to nake bread.

Gwn tore the leaves off the lettuce and flounced theminto the
wat er .

Nei t her of them spoke for a long tine.

"I told you be sharp with themlettuce," said his nother
"You been back to Aber for then®"

"I was tal king," said Gwn.

" Oh?"

"To Roger."

"You was tal king to Hal fbacon" said his nother

"l got eyes."

"Wl ?"

"I told you have nothing to do with him didn't 172"
"I only stopped for a second.”

"You keep away fromthat old fool, you hear nme? I'mtelling you,
boy!" " He's not all that old;" said Gwn.

"Don't cone that with nme;' said his nother." You want a back

hander ?
You can have it.
"There's slugs in this lettuce;' said Gwn.

"You was speaki ng Wl sh, too.

"Huw doesn't manage English very clever. He can't say what he
nmeans. "

"You know | won't have you speaking Welsh. |'ve not struggled al
these years in Aber to have you talk like a |abourer. | could have
stayed in the valley if 1'd wanted that."

"But Mam | got to practise! It's exans next year."

"I'f I'd known you was going to be filled with that squit you'd never



have gone the G anmar."
"Yes, Mam You keep saying."
"What was you tal ki ng about, then?"

"I was only asking Huw if he could tell me why those plates were in
the roof above Alison's room"

The silence nade Gwn | ook round.

H s not her was | eani ng agai nst the baking board, one hand pressed to
her thin side.

"You not been up in that roof, boy.

"Yes. Alison was - a bit bothered, so | went up, and found these
plates. | didn't touch - only one. She's cleaning it."

"That Alison!"

said Gwn's nother, and made for the stairs, scraping her floury arms
down her apron.

Gwn fol | owed.

They heard Ali son and Roger | aughi ng.

Gwn's not her knocked at the bedroom door, and went in.

Alison and Roger were playing with three flinmsy cut out paper nodels
of birds.

One was on the candlestick and the other two were side by side on a
chair back.

The plate Gwn had brought fromthe loft was next to Alison's pill ows
and covered with scraps of paper.

Ali son pushed the plate behind her when Gwn's not her came in.
"Now, Mss Alison, what's this about plates?"

"Pl ates, Nancy?"

"I'f you pl ease. "

"What pl ates, Nancy?"

"You know what | mean, Mss Alison. Themplates fromthe |oft."
"What about then®"

"Where are they?"

"There's only one, Mant said Gwn.

" Guyn! "

said Alison.

“I'"ll trouble you to give ne that plate, Mss."



"\Why 2"
"You had no right to go up there."
"I didn't go."

"Nor to send ny boy up, neither.”
"I didn't send him"

"Excuse ne," said Roger.

"I"ve things to do."

He ducked out of the room

"I'"ll thank you not to waste ny tine, Mss Alison. Please to give ne
that plate.”

"Nancy, you're hissing like an old goose."
"Please to give me that plate, Mss Alison."

"Whose house is this, anyway?"
said Alison.

Gwn's not her drew hersel f up.

She went over to the bed and held out her hand.

"I fyou please. | seen where you put it under your pillow"

Alison sat stiffly in the bed.

Gwn thought that she was going to order his nother fromthe room

But she reached behind her and pulled out the plate, and threw it on
t he bed.

Gwn's nother took it.

It was a plain white plate, w thout decoration.
"Very well, Mss Alison. Ve-ry well?

Nancy went fromthe roomwith the plate in her hand.
Gwn stood at the door and gave a silent whistle.

"You ever played Find the Lady, have you?"
he said.

""Now you see it, now you don't.' \Wo taught you that one, girlie?"
0,0 ,:,.
0 o CHAPTER THREE "YQU VE CAUSED ~ right barny" said Roger.

"Nancy's been throw ng her apron over her head and threatening I



don't know what, your nmother's had a fit of the vapours, and now
Nancy's on her dignity. She's given my Dad her notice three tines
al ready. "

"Why doesn't he accept it?"
said Alison.

"You shoul d know Dad by now' said Roger.

"Anything for a quiet life: that's why he never gets one. But you'd
a nerve, working that switch on her. Pity she knew the plates were
decorated. How did you manage it?"

"I didn't" said Alison.

"Cone offit."

"I didn't. That was the plate | traced the ows from"

"But Gwn says you gave Nancy an ordinary white one."

"The pattern di sappeared.™”

Roger began to | augh, then stopped.

"You're serious, aren't you?"

Al'i son nodded.

"Al'l, it's not possible," said Roger.

"The plate was gl azed: the pattern was under the glaze. It couldn't
rub of f."

"But it did," said Alison.

"But it couldn't, little stepsister. 1'll show you."

Roger clinbed the | adder and opened the trap door.

"It's too dark.

Where's your torch?

"Here," said Alison.

"Can you see the plates? They're in a corner over to your left."
"Yes. I'Il bring a couple to prove they're all the sane."

"Bring nore. As many as you can. Let's have them Hand them down
to ne."
"Better not,"
be mi ssed.”

said Roger: "after the dzz. But | don't think these'll

"Mnd the joists," said Alison.

"Gwn nearly fell through the ceiling there. It was queer."



"l bet it was!"

"No. Really queer. He slipped when he touched the plate, and he
went all shadowy. Just for a second it didn't |ook |like Gwn."

"It's the darkest part of the loft," said Roger.
They washed the plates and took themto the w ndow.
Roger scrubbed the glaze with a nail brush.

"The gl aze is shot" he said.

He picked at it with his fingernail.

"It comes off easily."

!

Chapt er Three.

"Al'l right," said Alison.

"I want to trace these ows before the |light goes. |I'm making them
properly this tine, out of stiff paper."

"Not nore!"
sai d Roger.

"Why do you want nore?
Where are the three you did earlier?
"I couldn't find them"

"If you're going to start that drawing again, |I'moff," said Roger.

"When you' ve done one you' ve done themall. Shall | take your supper
t hi ngs down?"

"I"ve not had supper," said Alison.

"Hasn't Dad been up with your tray?"

"No. "

Roger gri nned.

"Your nother sent himto do the stern father act."
"He's not cone."

"Good ol d Dad" sai d Roger.

Roger went downstairs and out through the kitchen to the back of the
house.

He |istened at the door of a long building that had once been the
dairy but was now a billiard-room



He heard the click of ivory.

Roger opened the door.

H s father was playing snooker by hinmself in the dusk.

A supper tray was on an arnchair.

"Hell o, Dad," said Roger.

"Jolly good,' said his father." 1'll light the lanps for you
" No need.

I"monly pottering.

Roger sat on the edge of the chair. H s father noved round the
table, trundling the balls into the pockets, under

the eyes of the fal cons and buzzards, otters, foxes, badgers and pine
martens that stared fromtheir glass cases on the wall

"Don't they put you of fyour ganme?"
sai d Roger.

"Ha ha; yes."
"This roomwas the dairy, wasn't it?"
"Qooh, yes, | dare say."

"Gwn was telling ne. He thinks it might have been the origina
house before that - an open hall, with everybody living together."

"Real | y?"
said his father.

"Fancy that."

"I't often happens, Gwn says. The original house becones an
out bui | di ng. "

"Damm, " said Roger's father

"' m snookered. "

He straightened up and chal ked his cue.

"Yes: rumold place, this."

"It's that ol de wofide wall panelling that gets ne," said Roger
"I mean, why cover sonething genuine with that phoney stuff?.”
"I thought it was rather tasteful, nyself" said his father

"Al'l right," said Roger

"But why go and pebbl e-dash a piece of the wall? Pebbl e-dash!



I nsi del™

A rectangle of wall near the door was encrusted with nortar.

"lI've seen worse than that" said his father

"When | started in business | was on the road for a few years, and
t here was one Bed-and-Breakfast in Kendal that was grey pebbl e-dashed
all over inside. Fifteen-watt bulbs, too, | remenber, in every room
W called it Wokey Hole."

"But at least it was all over" said Roger.

"Why just this piece of wall?"

" Danp?"

"The walls are a yard thick."

"Still" said his father, "it nust be sonme weakness sonewhere

It's cracked.

"I'sit? It wasn't this nmorning."

"Ri ght across, near the top."

"That definitely wasn't there this norning" said Roger

"I was teaching Gwn billiards. We tried to work out what the
pebbl e-dash was for. | |ooked very closely. It wasn't cracked."

"Ah, well it is now," said his father
"Not much use doing any nore tonight. Let's pack up."

They collected the balls, stacked the cues and rolled the dustsheet
over the table.

"Wuld you like me to take Al her supper?”
sai d Roger.

"Yes - er: no: no: | said | would: 1'd better. Margaret thinks I
ought. She's a bit upset by the fuss."

"How s Nancy?"

"Phew! That was a real up-and-downer while it lasted! But | think

we' ve managed. A river cures nost things. She's dead set agai nst sone
plates or other - | didn't understand what any of it was about. No:
I'd better go and chat up old Al ."

Alison was cutting out the | ast owl when she heard her stepfather
bringi ng the supper tray.

She had arranged the plates on the mantel pi ece and had perched the
ow s about
the room as she finished them



He pushed the door open with his shoul der and canme in backwards.
"Gub up!"

"Thanks, Cive," said Alison

"What is it?"

"Nancy's Best Linp Salad, with sheep-di p mayonnai se."
He put the tray by the bed and Iit the I anp.

"I say, these are jolly fellows. Wat are they?"
"OMs. | made them™

"They're rather fun."

"Yes."

"Well - er: how are the gripes?"

"Much better, thanks."

"Good. Up and about this norning?"

"What sort of a day did you and Mummry have?"
said Alison.

"Didn't catch anything, and one of the waders |eaked, but |'ve great
hopes of tomorrow. A d Hal fwhatsit says he knows a stretch of the
river where they always bite."

"I bet he didn't say where it is."

"Er - no. No, he didn't."

"Have you been sent to tell me off about Nancy?"

"What? Ch. Ha ha;' said dive.

"I don't know why she was going on like that;' said Alison, and

didn't see it had anything to do with her

Gwn found some of those plates in the loft, and she cane stormng up
as if she owned the place.

"Yes. Wll. A d Nance, eh? You know--"

"But she went berserk,
divel"

"Too true. We had a basinful when we cane hone, 1'Il tell you!
Your nother's very upset.
She says you ought to oh well, skip it.

"But it's ny house, isn't it?"



said Alison.

"Ah yes."

"Vell then."”

"It's a bit dodgy. If your father hadn't turned it over to you

bef ore he di ed your nother woul d've had to sell this house to clear the
death duties. Morbid, but there it is."”

"But it's still my house,"” said Alison

"And | don't have to take orders frommy cook."

"Fairs do's," said dive.

"Thi nk of your nother. It was hard enough to get someone to live in
all sumer. I|fnance swept out we'd never find a replacenent, and your
not her woul d have to cope by herself. She'd be very upset. And it is
the first time we've all been together - as a famly, and and - you
know?"

"Yes, dive. | suppose so."

"That's my girl. Now eat your supper.- Hello: sounds as if we've
mce in the roof."

"Don't wait, Clive" said Alison

"I"'mnot hungry. I'Il eat this later, and bring the tray down in the
nmorni ng. Tell Mumry not to worry."

"That's my gift. God bless.”
CHAPTER FOUR

"AND THE ROOM was so cold;' said Roger." It was |ike
being in a deepfreeze.

But it was the noise that was worst.

| thought the ceiling was com ng in.

And there were scratchings going on round her bed, too, on the wall
and then on the iron and her supper tray - you could tell the

di fference.

Is that what you heard when you went up the loft?

"No, not as bad," said Gwn.

"But she said it was getting |ouder. Wat did you do, man?"

"I called her, but she was fast asleep."

"What tine was it?"

"About one o'clock," said Roger

"You know how hot it was last night - | couldn't sleep, and | kept



hearing this noise. | thought she was having a nightmare, and then
t hought perhaps she was ill, so | went up."

"The noise was in the |oft?You' re sure?"

"Positive. It was sonething sharpening its claws on the joists, or
trying to get out, and either way it wasn't funny."

"You're absolutely certain it couldn't have been rats?"

"I don't know what it was," said Roger, "but it sounded big."
"How bi g?"

"Bi g enough. "

"Then what ?"

"Nothing - | funked out," said Roger.

"I couldn't stand it."

"How i s she this norning?"

"She was all right at breakfast, a bit queasy, but that's all."
"Where is she now?"

"She said she was going to find her paper ows. She's obsessed with
those futile birds."

"Them of f the pl ates?"

sai d Gwn.
"Yes. Do you know how they got into the [oft?"

"My Mam won't say anything about them - nothing that sticks together:
she's that mad. And the switch Alison put across her!

By!

It's making her talk like a Welsh Nationalist!

"Al'l says she didn't switch the plate."

"Pull the other" said Gwn.

"It's got bells on."

"That's what | said to her yesterday. But she didn't switch."
"Ri ng-a-di ng-a-ding," said Gwn.

"Listen. | fetched two nore dowmn fromthe loft, and

when | went into Ali's bedroom |l ast night they were on the
mant el pi ece.

The pattern's gone.

"How di d you know?"



said Alison.

She stood at the door of the billiard-roomwith the plates in her
hand.

"I was coming to show you."

"Er - | thought | heard you having a bad dream | ast night," said
Roger, "so | popped in. The plates were on the mantel piece.”

"Yes: they're the sanme, aren't they?"

sai d Gwn.
"Well now, there's a thing."

"How can it happen?"
said Alison.

"Is it tracing the ow s that nakes the plates go bl ank?"

"What did you use?"
sai d Roger.

"Pum ce?"

"Let's see the ows."

sai d Gwn.

"I haven't any."

"\What ?"

sai d Roger.

"You' ve done nothing el se but make ow s."
"They keep di sappearing.”

"This is ridiculous" said Gwn.

"Has your nother said anything?"
said Alison.

"Not that can be repeated: except she's made it a condition of
staying that the loft's nailed up permanent."”

"Today?"

"Now there she's hoist by her own petard, like. It's stupid. She
won't | et Huw Hal fbacon in the house.™

"What does she have agai nst hi n®"
said Alison.

"Search me," said Gwn.
"Anyway, | measure the hatch, then Huw nakes a cover, and | nail it

up. W can spin that
out till tonorrow between us.



Plenty of time to bring the plates down, isn't it?
"How about |eaving them where they are?"

sai d Roger.

"We can't," said Alison.

"I nust nake sonme ows."

Roger shrugged.

"We'| | have to be a bit crafty,” said Gwn.

"Mam s propped the kitchen door open. She'd hear us easy if we tried
to carry them down."

"That woman!"
cried Alison.

"She's inmpossible? " | know what you nean, Mss Alison" said Gwn.
There was a scream fromthe kitchen.

"That's Mam "
said Gwn, and they | ooked out of the billiard-room

Nancy appeared at the outside door of the lamer with a broken plate
in her hands.

" Oht
she shout ed.

"Ch! Throwi ng plates now, are you?
That's it!

That's it!

That's it, M ss!

That's it!

"What's the matter ?"
said Alison.

"Don't conme that with me, Mss! | know better! So sweet and
i nnocent you are! | know Spite and malice it is!"

"What's the matter?"

shout ed Roger.

"I know my place," said Nancy.

"And she shoul d know hers. | was not engaged to be thrown at! To be

made nock of- and dangerous too! Spite, Mss Alison! |I'mnot stopping
here!"



"I't was nme," said Gwn.

"I was fooling about. | didn't see the door was open, and | didn't
see you there. The plate slipped.

Sorry, Mare.

Nancy said nothing, but stepped back and sl amred the
door.

Gwn beckoned the other two away.
"Ww, " said Roger.

"What was that?"

"Thanks, Gwn," said Alison.

Gwn | ooked at her.

"I couldn't help it," she said.
"Coul dn't you?"

"WIl somebody tell ne what's going on round here?"
sai d Roger.

"Forget it" said Gwn.

"I"d better go and butter up the old darling. Don't worry, | can
handl e her all right. 1'm going down the shop this nmorning, so |I'll
buy her a packet of fags to keep her happy."

"She | ooked wild" said Alison.

"Do you bl ame her?"

sai d Gwn.

"And what's a clip on the earhol e anong friends? You go and square
your famly, put themw se, get in first:just in case. I'll cal m Mam
down, and then we'll see to the loft. She's touchy this norning

because |I' m not supposed to speak to Huw, and | nust over this job."

"But what happened t hen?"
sai d Roger.

"That plate was the one she took fromAli's roomyesterday, wasn't
it?"

"I know, " said Gwyn.

"Where are the others?”

"I put themon the billiard table,” said Alison.
"Il pick themup on ny way back," said Gwn.
"We'| | have a good | ook at themlater."

"Who's going to deal with which?"



Alison said to Roger as they wal ked across the | awn.

"We' || each tackle our own, | think, in this case," said Roger

"Mummy' s sunbathing on the terrace" said Alison

"Right. Dad's in the river somewhere, | expect, trying out his
puncture repairs. Peculiar business, isn't it?You know just before
Nancy yelled - when you were letting off steam about her - a crack went
right through that pebble-dash in the billiard-room | sawit. It was
behi nd you. Peculiar that. It's the second since yesterday. Dad
spotted one |ast night."

Gwn wal ked sl owvy.

The plate had been on the dresser in the kitchen: his nother had been
in the larder: a difficult shot.

Wio coul d have done it?

Huw was shovel I i ng coke by the stables.

Wio woul d have done it?

The smash in the billiard-roomwas |ike an expl osi on
Gwn ran.

The fragnments of the plates lay on the floor

They had hit the wall where it was pebbl e-dashed, and the whole w dth
of the nortar near the top was |aced with cracks.

Gwn | ooked under the table and in the cupboards, but no one was
hi di ng, and the animals were notionless in their glass.

Very gently, and softly, trying to make no noi se, Gwn gathered up
t he pi eces.

The norning sun came through the skylights and warned the oak beans
of the roof.

They gave off a sweet snell, the essence of their years, wood and
corn and milk and all the uses of the room

A motorcycle went by along the road above the house, making the gl ass
rattle.

Gwn heard sonet hing drop behind him and he turned

A lump of pebbl e-dash had come off the wall, and another fell, and in
their place on the wall two eyes were watching him

CHAPTER FI VE.

"GMWN SAID HE' D done it. | don't think she beheved him but she had
to shut up."

"CGood," said dive.



"H's head's screwed on."

"Yes, Gwn's all right;' said Roger." But | thought you'd better
know, in case Nancy wants to nake a row over it.

Too true," said Chve.
"None of us chucked the plate," said Roger

"It probably fell, and the old gift thought sonmeone had buzzed her,'
said dive.

"That seenms to have fixed ny puncture.”
He | unbered out of the river.
"Dry as a bone."

"Have you seen this, Dad?"
sai d Roger.

He was sitting on top of the upright slab
"Thi s hol e?"
"Ch? No."

"Any ideas how it was made?"
sai d Roger.

"I't goes right through."

"So it does. Machine tooled, 1'd say. Lovely job. Seens a rum
thing to do out here in the wilds."

"Have a squint fromthe other side, up towards the house."

Roger's father put his hands on his knees and bent to | ook through
the hol e.

"Well | never," he said.

"Fancy that."

"It franes the top of the ridge, and the trees, doesn't it?"

"Li ke a snapshot."

"That's a point" said Roger.

"I wonder if it's possible. You d need a heck of a focal depth, and
the canera |'ve brought here only stops down to f. 16. It'd be
interesting, technically -You re off shopping today, aren't you?"

"Yes: back after tea, | expect. That's the drag of this place.

It's a day's job every week.



"I"l'l need a different film and paper," said Roger

"Can you buy it for nme?"

"Surely. But wite it down, old lad."

Gwn | ocked the billiard-roomdoor, and instead of putting the key
back on its hook in the kitchen he kept it in his pocket and went down
the narrow path between the back of the house and the high retaining
wal | of the steep garden

He noved in a green light of ferns and danp npbss, and the air snelt
cool .

When he reached the open | awn he sat on the edge of the fish tank and
rinsed his hands.

Gey line dust drifted fromhis fingers |like a cobweb over the water.

He bit a torn
nail smooth, and cl eaned out the sand with a tw g.

Then he went to the stabl es.

At first he thought that Huw rmust have finished with the coke, but
when he came to the yard he saw Huw | eani ng on his shovel, and
somet hi ng about hi m nade Gwn stop

Huw stood with two fingers |odged in his waistcoat pocket, his head
cocked si deways, and al though his body seened to strain he did not
nove.

He was talking to hinmself, but Gwn could not hear what he said, and
he was dazzled by the glare of the sun when he tried to find what Huw
was | ooki ng at.

Then he saw.

It was the whol e sky.

There were no clouds, and the sky was drained white towards the sun
The air throbbed, flashed Iike blue lightning , sonetinmes dark
sonmetines pale, and the pul se of the throbbing grew, and now t he shades
foll omed one another so quickly that Gwn could see no nore than a
trenbhng whi ch became a play of hght on the sheen of a wi ng, but when
he | ooked about himhe felt that the trees and the rocks had never held
such depth, and the hne of the nountain nmade his heart shake.

"There's daft," said Gwn.

He went up to Huw Hal f oacon

Huw had not mnoved, and now Gwn coul d hear what he was sayi ng.

It was al nbst a chant.

"Come, apple-sweet murmurer; cone, harp of ny gl adness; cone, summrer,
cone. "



" Huw. "

"Come, apple-sweet murmurer; cone, harp of my gl adness; cone,
sunmmer, cone."

" Huw?"

"Come, apple-sweet murmurer; cone, harp of ny gl adness; cone, summrer,
cone. "

Huw | ooked at Gwyn, and | ooked through him

"She's coming," he said.
"She won't be | ong now "

"Mam says you're to nake a board to nail over the loft in the house"

sai d Gwn.

"I'f I measure up, can you let the job last till tonorrow?"
Huw si ghed, and began to shovel coke.

"You want a board to nail up the loft, is that what you said?"

"Yes, but we need tine to bring the plates down w thout Mare finding
out."

"Be careful."

"Don't you worry."

"I'"ll do that for you," said Huw.

"Why has Mam t aken agai nst you?"

"You'd better ask her. I've no quarrel."

"She's been away fromthe valley all these years. You'd think she'd
have got over any old rows. But she hasn't spoken to you, has she?"

"Perhaps she is afraid in the English way" said Huw.

"But if they think | amweak in the head they should have seen ny
uncl e. And grandfather they would lock in their brick walls."

n W]y?"

" @& andf at her ?"
sai d Huw.

"He went mad, down through the wood by the river."

"Her e?"
sai d Gwn.

"The wood in the garden, where it's swanpy?"

"Yes. W don't go there."



"Really, really nmad?"
sai d Gwn.

"That's what the English said. They would not let himstay here.
He | ost his job.

"The English? Wasn't the house lived in properly even then?"

"It has never been a honme" said Huw

"They come for a while, and go. And ny grandfather had to go. They
would not let himstay in the valley."

"\What happened to hi n?"

"He wal ked away. Sonetines we heard of him He sent those plates.

He was working in the big potteries, and he decorated the plates and
sent themto the house, and a letter to say he was all right now, but

word cane soon after that he had died at Stoke."

"But why were they put in the loft? And why did Mam have hysterics
when | found then®"

"Ask her. She's your nother" said Huw.
"Perhaps there's always talk in a valley."

"I's there anything needed for the house while we're out shopping,
Hal f bacon?"

Roger and his father came into the yard.

"No, sir," said Huw

"W are not wanting any stuff."

"Cood" said dive.

"I'"ll be off, then. Jot down what you want for your snaps, won't
you, Roger? Funny rock you have in the nmeadow, Hal fbacon. Wo drilled
the hole in it?"

"It is the Stone of Gonw' said Huw

"Ch? What's that when it's at hone, eh? Ha ha."

"There is a man being killed at that place" said Huw "old tine."
"Was there now'

"Yes," said Huw

"He has been taking the other man's wfe."

"That's a bit off, | nust say," said dive.

"l suppose the stone's a kind of nmenorial, eh? But who nade the
hol e? You can see those trees through it at the top of the ridge."



"Yes, sir," said Huw.

"He is standing on the bank of the river, see, and the husband is up
there on the Bryn with a spear: and he is putting the stone between
hi nsel f and the spear, and the spear is going right through the stone
and him"

"Cho," said Cive.

"Way did he stand there and let it happen?”
sai d Roger.

"Because he killed the husband the sane way earlier to take the
wife. "

"Tit for tat," said Cive.

"These old yarns, eh? Well, | rnust be off."

"Yes, sir, that is howit is happening, old tine."

Gwn went with Roger and his father towards the house
"WIl you be using the billiard-roomtoday, M Bradley?"
"No," said dive.

"I"ll be fishing as soon as we're back: mustn't waste this weather
you know. Help yourself, old son."

"Here's what | want for my canmera, Dad;' said Roger." It's all

there.

"Fine," said Chve

"Well, cheerio.”

"I was beginning to believe that maundering old bar" said Roger
"Huw wasn't |lying. Not deliberate," said Gwn.

"What ? A spear nmking that hole? Thrown all the way fromthose
trees? By a stiff?2."

"Huw beheves it."

"You Wl sh are all the sane," said Roger

"Scratch one and they all bleed.”

"What happened to you yesterday by the Stone of G onw?"

sai d Gwn.

"You knew what | meant when | was trying to explain howit felt when
| picked up a plate. And then you started tal ki ng about the stone out

of nowhere."

"It was a feehng," said Roger.



"One mnute everything's OK - and the next minute it's not. Too nuch
clean hving, | expect. I'll cut down on the yoghurt--"

"And you cane
straight up fromthe river" said Gwn.

"Didn't you? Work it out, nan. W both felt something, and it mnust
have been near enough at the sane tinme. Wat was it?"

"A thunp,' said Roger." A kind of scream
Very qui ck.
Per haps there was an accident--"

|"ve not heard of any," said Gwn.

" And in this valley you can't sneeze w thout everyone knowi ng from
here to Aber.

"There was a whistling, too," said Roger, "in the air.

i
That's all.

"And | got a shock fromthe plates;' said Gwn." And nothing' s been
t he sane since.

Did you notice the sky when you were with your Dad a few ni nutes ago?
" NO?"

"Fl ashing," said Gwn.

"Li ke strip hghting switched on, only blue."

"No," said Roger.

"Huw saw it. Were's Alison?"

"Gone to tell her nother about yours."

"There's sonmething to show you," said Gwn.

"In the billiard-room"

They found Alison ratding the door handl e.

"Why have you | ocked it?"
she said.

"I want the plates.”

"They're still here;' said Gwn.

He unl ocked the door and they went inside.
"Gwn! You' ve broken them "

"Not me, |ady. Have you seen what's behind you?"



"Holy cow? said Roger.
CHAPTER SI X.
SHE WAS TALL.

Her long hair fell to her waist, framng in gold her pale and | ovely
face.

Her eyes were bl ue.
She wore a | oose gown of white canbric, enbroidered with living green
stens of broom and nmeadowsweet, and a weath of green oak |eaves in her

hair.

"Gave me quite a turn, she did;' said Gwn." There was just her
eyes showi ng at first, but that pebbl e-dash soon came off.

"She's so beautiful!"
said Alison.

"Who'd want to cover her up?"

"Sixteenth century, if it's a day," said Roger

"Fresh as new.

How s it survived under that |ot?

The wonman was painted hfe-size in offs on wooden panel ling.
She stood agai nst a background of clover heads spaced in rows.
"What a find?' said Roger." It'll fetch thousands.

" Not so fast," said Gwn." W'|l keep our nouths shut.

You' || have to organi se your Dad, and the one person who nustn't know
is ny Mam

"Wy, for heaven's sake? Don't you realize? You ve a masterpiece
here.”

"My Mam woul d take an axe to it," said Gwn.
"Start thinking. You' ve not asked ne how | found it."

"How di d you, then?"
said Alison.

"I't was your plates. | was com ng back in here when | heard them
smash. They'd been chucked agai nst the pebbl edash, and a piece fel
off."

"Why should this make your nother weck it?"
said Alison.



"My Mam s scared stiff about sonething. She's grimat the best of
times, but not this bad. It's the plates, isn't it, Aison?"

"How should | know?"

"Quessi ng; and what Huw said. "M nd how you are | ooking at her,' and
now in the yard, "She's coming,' he said."

"What does that nean?"
sai d Roger.

"You can't tell. He could be tal king about the weather. It's called
"she' in Wlsh."

"Then that's it" said Roger

"But if it isnt?"

sai d Gwn.

"Someone cared enough about the painting and the plates to lug a

di nner service into the roof and to pebbl e-dash this wall.You don't go
to all that trouble for nothing. Somebody wanted them hi dden, and
now t hey' re not hi dden

They're - | oose.
"It mght not have been the sanme person. And there's no harm

what ever the reason is,"” said Alison, "not if we find something as
wonderful as this."

"Have you | ooked cl ose? Marvel l ous detail, isn't it?"

sai d Gwn.

"Every strand of hair" said Roger

"I can't get over howit's stayed so clean all this tine."
"Marvel | ous," said Gwn.

"Have you | ooked at them cl over heads, boyo?"

"Great stut, like heraldry," said Roger.

He went right up to the panelling.

"And yet you could pick them-" Roger stepped back.
"Ch no," he said.

"What's the matter ?"
said Alison.

She | ooked.

The heads were formed of curved white petals bunched together, each
pai nted separately, fine and sharp

But the petals were not petals: they were cl aws.

"Someone had a nasty nind," said Roger



"Or maybe that's the way it was when they painted it" said Gwn.
"Nasty."
"You can't have flowers made of claws" said Roger

"Why not? You can have ow s made of flowers, can't you?"

sai d Gwn.

"Let's bring the plates down. | want to see themclose to - and with
the pattern on. Leave this pebbledash: 1'lIl clear it up later

And don't say anything about this wall until we've had a think

They arranged that Gwn and Roger should take the plates out of the
loft and | ower them from the bedroom

wi ndow in a linen basket to Alison, who would be waiting with a
bar r ow.

"I"'mgetting cold feet over this," said Roger
"Shouldn't we leave it as it is, and nail the | oft up?"
"There's something in this valley" said Gwn, "and my Mamis on to it

She's been like the kiss of death since she saw t hem pl ates. That
clover: themplates: it's ows and flowers, and it's dangerous."”

"So nail the loft up" said Roger
"I'f you' d seen Al last night you woul dn't be keen.™"
"That's why I'mshifting the plates," said Gwn.

"Cet themaway fromher first, and then we can think. |I've not had a
proper | ook at them paper nodel s she nakes: are they genui ne?"

"Absolutely. 1've watched her. It's dead clever the way she traces
the patterns out so it fits together."

"Does she really keep | osing thenP"

"I think so," said Roger

"She's quite het up about it."

"So |'ve noticed," said Gwn.

"We nmust di sconnect her."

"Di sconnect ?"

"That's about it. Batteries can't work without wires."

Gwn went up into the loft, and handed the di nner service to Roger

who put it in the linen basket and lowered it on a rope to Alison, then

Gwn measured the hatch, and came down.

"You know, | think we're being a bit overwought about all this,"



sai d Roger.

"When you see themthey are just plates. And perhaps it was just
mce."

"M ce" said Gwn.

"I'd forgotten. | set a cage trap."

He clinbed up the | adder and opened the hatch.
Roger could see himfromthe wai st down.

He stood very still.

"Have you caught anyt hi ng?"

sai d Roger.

"You' ve seen a cage trap, haven't you?"

sai d Gwn.

"You know how it works - a one-way door: what's in it can't get out:
ri ght?"

"Yes" said Roger.

"Have you caught anyt hi ng?"

"I think I've caught a nmouse," said Gwn.

""Thi nk' ?"

Gwn cane down the | adder.

He held out the cage.

I nsi de was a hard-packed ball of bones and fur.

"I think it's a nouse" he said.

"OMs aren't fussy. They just swallow straight off, and what they
don't want they cough up later. That's an ow's pellet: but | think it

was nouse."

I
CHAPTER SEVEN.

THEY HAD NOT heard Nancy come up the stairs.
She was in the bedroom doorway.

"It's taking you | ong enough to measure that door, isn't it, boy?"
she said.

"I's that all you're doing? What you need that trap for?"
"I"ve finished, Mant said Gwn.

"I'"m goi ng down the shop."



"About time," said Nancy.
"I"'mwanting flour for tea scones: be sharp."

"Can | have ny noney now?"
sai d Gwn.

"You has pocket mpney Saturday," said Nancy.

"I know, Mam Can | have it early this week?"

"You think I'mnade of it? There's nothing as can't wait.
Sat ur day, boy.

" But Mam-"

"Down the shop with you, and | ess cheek."

"I'"'mnot cheeking you."

"You are now' said Nancy.

Gwn went downstairs and into the kitchen.

Roger fol | owed.

Gwn opened a cupboard and took his nmother's purse from behind a
cocoa tin.

"You're not going to nick it, are you?"
sai d Roger.
"No," said Gwn.

"You don't need cash for the flour," said Roger.
"It goes on the account."
"Yes," said Gwn.

"Do you have pocket noney every week?"
sai d Roger.

"Yes "
"Bit quaint, isn't it?"
"ls it?"

"Though if that's how you're fixed | suppose it's OKto take sone
early. You're not pinching it -just anticipating."

"Not even that," said Gwn.

"I'"'mgiving."



He opened the purse, and dropped the ball of nouse inside.

"A poor thing, but nmine own."

Then he closed the purse, and put it back in the cupboard.

Gwn wal ked so fast down the drive that Roger had to run after him
H s face was white and he did not speak

"Shoul d you have done that? It m ght give her heart failure," said
Roger .

"After all, she is your nother."
"After all," said Gwn, "she is."
"What did you want your noney for?"
"Ten | ousy fags."
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"Ten stinking fags."

"Look;' said Roger." If that's all it is, | can lend you--"
" No

t hanks.

"You needn't give it nme back. | get plenty."

"Congratul ations. "
"What's up with you?"
" Not hi ng. "

"Look. Stick it on the account at the shop. It'll never be
noticed. "

"No thanks."
"You make ne puke," sai d Roger

The shop was in the front roomof a cottage half a mile down the
val | ey.

The roomwas furnished to be lived in.
There was a table of black oak, carved with herons, and on top an

enpty red plastic tomato that had once held sauce but was now an
or nanment .



Jars of boiled sweets were on the sideboard anbng weddi ng
phot ogr aphs, and beside a grandfather clock were two dustbins hol di ng
sugar and fl our.

The ceiling was so |low that a hole had been dug in the floor for the
clock to stand in.

Ms Richards, the shopkeeper, was talking to Ms Lew s-Jones in
Vel sh.

"I've been expecting it, Ms Lew s-Jones, |'ve been expecting it.
There was never a sunmer like it this week, and then Gareth Pugh's
bl ack sow ran wild on the nountain and they can't bring her down.
Grandad used to say the beasts al ways know first."

"They do" said Ms Lew s-Jones.

"They' re very excitable,
like a baby on with its teeth.

W can't cone near our old bull, and the sheep are right up on the
top there.

M Lewi sjones is out all hours mending fences as far as the
Ravenst one.

That's a | ong way!

" said Ms Richards.

"I'"ll have two thin-sliced," said Ms Lew sjones.
"W've no bread yet," said Ms R chards.

"The postman hasn't been."

"To think we shall see it in our time, Ms Richards!"
"Is it certain?"

"It is. Mster Huw cane to tell us last night. He was going to all
the farms. He says she is comng, and it's ows."

"The poor things!"
said Ms Richards, and she | ooked sideways at Roger and Gayn.

"Coul d we have---" said Roger.

"One mnute, if you please,"” said Ms Richards.

She cut a lunp of butter froma block on the wi ndowsill.
"Isit to be the three of themagain, Ms Lew sjones?"

"Yes. There's the girl, too. Mster Huw says she's made it ows."

"W nust bear it," said Ms Richards.



"There's no escaping, is there? Aberystwyth isn't far enough.”

"You've said a true word there, Ms Richards." I'll have a packet
of soap fl akes.

"Excuse ne," said Roger.

"If you've a lot of shopping, | wonder if we could possibly have sone
flour. We're in rather a hurry."

"Certainly" said Ms Lew s-Jones.

"Are you the young gentleman from up the house?"

"Yes," said Roger.

"There's nice," said Ms Lew s-Jones.

"And you Nancy's Gwn, are you?"

"1'm Gwn."

"There's nice. | was girl with your Mam You having a nice tine?"
"Yes - thanks," said Roger.

"Cood," said Ms Lew s-Jones.

"It is a nice valley for the holiday."

"Six pound of flour for the house, please, Ms Richards" said Gwn.
"Ri ghto, boy."

Ms Richards di pped a scoop into one of the dustbins.

"She's coming, then?"

"She's coming," said Ms Lew s-Jones.

"The poor |ady."

"If it takes that long to ask for half a pound of rancid butter and a
packet of Daz I'mglad | don't speak Wl sh," said Roger when they were
out si de.

"I thought we were going to be there all day."

"They were tal king" said Gwyn.

"And how' said Roger.

"What about, anyway?"

"The weat her."

"Typical ," said Roger.

"Wren. Hey, | didn't see old All when we canme out, did you?"



"No. "
"I hope she nmanaged those plates wi thout being nabbed. Queer do
about the trap, wasn't it? | wonder what made her put that grisly
mouse in. |'d have thought she was too squeani sh, even for a |laugh.”
"No | augh," said Gwyn.

"And she didn't."

"She nust have."

"She didn"t. It was still warm"

"You're joking," said Roger.

"I"'d like to see the ow that could take a nouse out of a trap, eat
it, and spit the pips back in."

"I shouldn't," said Gwn.

"You know, it's darned rude of them speakingwelsh like that," said
Roger .

"How woul d they have liked it if we'd started up in French?"
"Very thoughtl ess, yes: seeing as they're Wl sh round here."
"Keep your shirt on" said Roger.

"You were behind nme: you didn't hear: they were speaking English
until we went in."

"What were they saying?"

"Somet hi ng about some bigwig coming. | didn't catch it. They

clicked into Wel sh when they saw nme. Sone kind of centenary, is it? A
festival ? A May Queen, or sonething? | don't know "

They wal ked under the shadow of the Bryn and al ong the drive.

Alison was sitting in a deck chair on the |awn reading a book.

"Hi, Al," said Roger.

"Did you manage to stash the plates OK?"

Alison's eyes were hidden behind the black discs of her sungl asses.

"What pl at es?"
she sai d.

)

CHAPTER EI GHT "Aw, PLAY THE ot her side, All," said Roger.
"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"Hah" sai d Roger.



"Hah. Hah. Hah. |Is that better?"

"Yes thank you, Roger," said Alison, and went back to her book

"Where's them pl at es?"
sai d Gwn.

"What pl at es?"
said Alison, wthout |ooking fromthe page.

"Don't cone that."

"I don't make a practice of' coming' anything. Now may | read ny
book, pl ease?"

"\Where' ve you put them plates, you stupid nit?"

"Pl ease," said Aison

"You're not at hone now. "

"Don't come that with me, girl!"

"And don't talk to me like that. You'll be sorry."

"And who'll make me? You, you junped-up snob? You and who el se?
W got to have them pl at es!

They' re | oaded!

"Gve hima lollipop, will you, Roger?"
said Alison.

"He's just like his nother."

Gwn | ashed out with his foot and ki cked the book fromAlison's
hands, It |anded yards away, splayed on the grass.

No one noved.
There was sil ence.

Then, "You shouldn't have done that," Alison said.
"You shoul dn't have done that."

Her knuckl es were white on the edge of the deck chair.
Her neck was thrust forward.

"You shoul dn't have done that."

Gwn coul d see hinmself reflected in her sunglasses, and at the corner
of the lens sonething fluttered Iike a wounded bird.

He turned his head.



It was the book.
It came for himthrough the air.

Its pages rattled, and disintegrated, but still came for him like a
tail after the red binding.

Gwn dropped the flour bags and protected his face as the book
swarnmed at him

" No! "
he shout ed.

Gravel fromthe drive stung his hands and ears.
"Stop!"

Gwn ran.

A heap of grass clippings expl oded on his back, noist and sour, and
pi ne cones showered his head.

He bl undered across to the wood, and the chippings fell away, but now
twi gs and | eaves and pebbl es and dead branches fromthe trees spun at
hi m

A flour bag burst, and the next hit him
4

Chapter Eight.
but he ran down towards the river, until there
were only the living branches whi pping hi mas he forced hinself

t hr ough.

A few spent pebbles smacked in the nud by the boundary fence where
Gwn hung, sobbing, against the wre.

He | ooked past his shoul der, but no one had foll owed, and there was
not hi ng except the wood.

On the other side of the fence were the river and the npuntain.
He was over his shoes in the marsh
The wood lay still.

The air throbbed with insects, and flies hovered and di sappeared and
hover ed.

Meadowsweet grew in a mist of flowers, and the sun glinted on the
threads of caterpillars which hung fromthe trees as thick as rain.

"By," said Gwn, "there's axiomatic."
He thrust hinmself off the fence and wal ked uphill out of the marsh.

He stopped at the two splashes of flour



From here there was a trail of litter towards the house.

He rubbed his head, and some paper stuck to his hand, fragnments of
t he book.

Not only had the | eaves disintegrated, but the paper itself was in
shr eds.

He tried to read one of the scraps: it nmade no sense, but he
recogni zed the print.

"Di cky N gnog!"

cried Gwn.

"Di cky flam ng N gnog!"

He snat ched another piece off the ground.
It was the same print, fromthe same book.

"Di cky Nignog," he groaned.

But then a word caught his eye, and Gwn | ooked cl osely.

He read: - and enchantnent to conjure a wife for himout of flowers',
and he then a man in stature, and the handsomest youth that

nortal ever saw.

And then they took the flowers of the oak, and the flowers of the
broom and the flowers of the meadowsweet, and fromthose they called

forth the very fairest and best endowed nmi den that nortal ever saw
"Land of My Crunbling Fathers!"

sai d Gwn.
He gathered nore fragments, but he could do nothing with them

He followed the trail back through the wood, collecting the pieces,
and at last he fitted two together.

- gointhe formof a bird.

And because of the di shonour thou hast done to Lleu Llaw Gyffes thou
art never- thee wherever they may find thee; and that thou shalt not
| ose thy name, but that thou be for ever call ed Bl odeuwedd.

Bl odeuwedd is "ow" in the | anguage of this present day.

And for that reason birds are hostile to the ow .

And the oW is still called bl odeuwedd.

"Di cky Ni gnog," said Gwn.

"Di cky, Dicky N guog."

When Gwn reached the house Alison and Roger were tidying the | awn.

"Have you the binding off that book?"
sai d Gwn.



"It's by the deck chair," said Alison.
Gwn opened the cover.

"Di cky N gnog," he said.

"Who?"

Gwn pointed to the bookpl ate gumred inside the cover: Ex Libris R
St J.

WIIlians.

LI angynog.

"Di cky Ni gnog," said Gwn.

"Qur English nmaster at Aber. He puts
t hese | abel s everywhere.

He's a raving book fetishist: washes his hands before readi ng.
It nearly killed himto lend ne .

this, but he said | had to read it, and the library copies were all
out .

He' Il bl ow his top.
"I"'msorry," said Alison.
"Coul dn't be hel ped" said Gwn.

"Looks |ike a wedding, doesn't it? Confetti by courtesy of R St
J.WIllianms, Esquire, B. A"

"Ch, Gwn, |I'msorry."
"What was it like? You read it, did you?"

"Bits. They were short stories. Fine if you like that sort of thing
- w zards and blood all over the place."

"Don't knock our National Heritage, girlie. Themold tales is all we
got."

"What's the name of that stone again," Roger called, "down by the
river?"

"The Stone of Gronw, " said Gwn.

"I's this the same?"

sai d Roger.

He was hol di ng anot her scrap of paper.

- to Lleu, "Lord" said he, "since it was through a wonman's wles |

did to thee that which | did, | beg thee in God's nane, a stone | see
on the river bank, let ne set that between ne and the bl ow "



"Faith" said Lleu, "I will not refuse thee that."

"Why" said he, "God repay thee."

And then Gronw took the stone and set it between him and the bl ow
And then Lleu took aimat himwith the spear, and it pierced through
the stone and through himtoo, so that his back was broken,

"l read that," said Alison.

"The whol e story?"
sai d Gwn.

"I think so."

"Here, look at these. Is it all the same story?"
Alison read the other pieces.

"Yes: that'st.'"

"What's it about? \What happened?”
sai d Gwn.

"Wait a mnute" said Alison.

"There was this w zard, or sonething, | forget his nane, and he nade
a wonman out of flowers, and she married this Cue Caw Sonebody. "

"Lleu LIl aw Gyffes," said Gwn.

"Yes: well then she fell inlove with a man called Gonw. G onw
Pebyr. And he decided to kill Cue."

"Li eu.
"Clue."

"Never mnd," said Gwn.

"CGo on."

"This is a conplicated bit: all magic" said Alison.

"But Gronw threw a spear froma hill when Cue was standing by a
river and killed him But Cue wasn't really dead. He turned into an
eagle, and the wi zard found himand turned hi mback again. The w zard
was his father, or uncle: I'mnot sure. Then Cue and G onw changed
pl aces, Clue threw the spear this tinme, and Gronw was killed. That's
the end of the story."

"There's a stone by the river here called the Stone of Gonw, " said

Gwn.

"There's a hole init."

"Whi ch neans we're right where all this Ku Kl ux Klan
i s supposed to have happened, as Professor Hal fbacon clains," said
Roger." Very interesting.



"Them pl ates," said Gwyn.
"What happened to the wife?"
"Ch yes," said Alison.

"The wi zard said he wouldn't kill her; he'd do worse than that. So
he turned her into an ow."

"I know what she said then," said Roger.

n \Mat ?u

haven't a Cue - hoo - hoot' " Man," said Gwn, " you're as daft
as a cl ockwork orange.

--7CHAPTER NINE "IT'S THE BEST | could nmanage;' said Cive."

The chem st said he only stocked the normal tourist stuff, and he
didn't have any of the devel opi ng gear.

He said this filmwas very popul ar.

"Yes," said Roger.

"It's the sane as the one in nmy canera now. Never mnd. It'll do.
Thanks, Dad."

"Sorry if it's a washout;' said dive.

"No, it should be OK. These fast filnms don't enlarge as well as the
one | wanted. They're a bit grainy, that's all."

"Are they, now?"
said dive.

"I'"ll go down to the river while there's hght."
"I mght see you," said Chve.

"Shoul d be able to put in an hour.

Margaret's having a rest.

By the way, is old Al around?

" Probably;' said Roger.

"1"'ve not seen her since before
t ea.

Shall | give her a call?
"Not to worry," said dive.

"I't"ll do later. | bought her a token of nmy esteemwhile we were
out."



Cive took a small box from his pocket, and opened it.

Inside were linpet shells of different sizes glued together, painted,
and varni shed, to make an ow .

"CGot it froma place called Keltikrafts," he said.

"Thought it m ght anmuse her - she was cutting out sone of these

fellows last night, you know, and as soon as | saw it | thought, that's

just the thing for old All. Look, there's some of the Iingo on the
back: "G eetings fromthe Land of Song', it says. The young woman in
the shop translated it for me. WIIl she like it?"

"She's nad for ows, anyway," said Roger

He collected his tripod, canera and exposure meter, and went al ong
the front drive.

The drive curved past the stable yard and a gate in the wall led to
t he back of the stables, a dank place under the trees, where Huw
Hal f bacon chopped firewood.

Garden rubbi sh was burnt here, next to an iron shed that was held up
by the debris it was neant to protect.

It was Huw s tinber store: anything | eft from maintenance jobs was

added to it, and over the years it had become a nmess of fungus and

corrugated rust, but this was not stopping Gwn fromtrying to work
hi nsel f towards the back of the pile.

Roger |eant on the gate.

"Havi ng fun?"
he said.

"She's put them sonewhere,” said Gwn.
"She's hidden them™"

"But is that a likely place?"
sai d Roger.

"I"ve tried the hkely places;' said Gwn." Al of them roof to
cellar - greenhouses, stables, the lot.

So that | eaves the unlikely places, doesn't it?
Roger chnbed over to join Gwn.

"There's a whol e di nner service, and that takes up space. You can
see this dunp's not been touched. Have you tried above the stables?"

There were three roons over the stables, and because the stables were
set into the hill the backs of these upper roonms had entrances at
ground | evel

One of the roonms was used for table-tennis, and Roger had never been
in the other two.

"I"ve looked in the big room" said Gwn.



"Huw | i ves next door and he has the only key, and the other's
padl ocked: none of the house keys fit - I've tried."

"They ought to" said Roger

"Let's see."

It was a heavy brass Yale |lock, and no key fitted.
"You'll not shift that" said Gwn.

Roger put his ear to the door

He beckoned to Gmyn.

They bot h hst ened.

"There's someone novi ng about inside," Roger whispered.
"AL?"

he cal | ed.

"AL?"

"I's that you, Alison?"

sai d Gwn.
There was no answer.

"What did you hear?"
sai d Roger.

"Swishing,' said Gwn." No footsteps.

How woul d she get in?
Chapter N ne.

"There may be a connecting door fromHuw s place. But that's
| ocked. "

"Al'l," Roger called.
"All. Don't nuck about."
"Perhaps there's a way up fromthe stable" said Gwn.

They went to | ook but found nothing, although they Still heard the
soft novenent over their heads.

"I"'mgoing to try the wi ndow' said Roger
"Gve us a hand with this | adder."

They reared the | adder against the wall in the yard, and Roger
clinmbed up while Gwn stood on the bottom rung.



"I can't see nuch" said Roger
"The glass is all cobwebs inside.

There's the door opposite - and sonething square, not very big, a
crate, | think: and sonmething black in a corner, but | can't see.

It's an old junk room that's all nobody inside.
"It could be dead | eaves in a draught,"” said Gwn.
"There's plenty by the door."

"\Where' ve you tried?"
sai d Roger when they put the | adder back in the stable.

"l said - all over the house, inside and out: even the kennels, and
they're full of chicken wire."

"I"'mgoing to use up ny filmby that stone," said Roger
" Com ng?"
"What about Alison?"

"She's bound to be back for dinner in half an hour," said Roger
"And if she's not around the house we may find her by the river."
"But you don't realize" said Gwn.

"I do," said Roger.

"I was being di mon purpose. She couldn't have stood nmuch nore this
afternoon, didn't you see? She was dead pale."

"What do you think it is?"
sai d Gwn.

"I don't know," said Roger

"I do know I wasn't imagining the rowin her bedroom|ast night. The
ot her busi ness, when | thought | heard that shout - it could have been
too much heat, | suppose. But |ast night was enough for nme. If you'd
seen it you' d have run."

"And this afternoon?"

sai d Gwn.

"On the | awmn?"

"Freak squall ?"
sai d Roger.

"Ch, man--"

"Al'l right."



"And t he pl ates goi ng bl ank?"

"The gl aze

"And smashing? And the billiard-roon? And the pellet
in the trap? And the ow s? And fl owers? And The Mabi nogi on?"

"The whati on?"
sai d Roger.

"That book," said Gwn.

"It's call edthe Mabi nogion: '"the clear-running spring of Celtic
genius', Dicky Nignog says. | used to think it was a | oad of old
rope."

"Didn't mean much to ne" said Roger.
"What is it? Welsh nyths?"

"Sort of," said Gwn.

"I wish I'd taken nore notice."

"This is the stone," said Roger, "and the hol e goes right through
it."

"And the nmeadowsweet grew all around-around
around" said Gwn, " and the neadowsweet grew all around.

You say the hole frames the trees on the Bryn?
By, it does, too!

"How is it you knew what the stone was if you've not seen it before?"
sai d Roger.

"I know every cowclap in this valley," said Gwn.

"I know where to | ook for sheep after a snowstorm | know who built
the bridge to Foothill Farm | know why Ms May won't go in the post
office. I know howto find the slates that point the road over the
mountain if you're caught in a mst. | know where the foxes go when
they're hunted. | even know what Ms Harvey knows! -And | cane here
for the first time |ast week! Mkes you |laugh, doesn't it? My Mam
hates the place, but she can't get rid of it, see? It feels |like every
night of nmy hfe's been spent listening to Mamin that back street in
Aber, her going on and on about the valley. She started in the kitchen
here when she was twel ve.

There was a full staff in themdays, not just Huw trying to keep the
weeds down.

"Where's everybody gone to?"
sai d Roger.

"Most of the houses in the valley | ook enpty."

"Who's going to rent to us when stuffed shirts from Bi rm ngham pay
ei ght quid a week so they can swank about their cottage in Wl es?"



"Wuld you want to have here?"
"I ought to be in Parlianent" said Gwn.
He sat on the stone.

"You're right," he said.

"It's a long way for a spear. But you heard it, didn't you? And
t hen
he screaned

"I don't count that. I'monly going on what | heard | ast night,
sai d Roger.

"And the |lawn this afternoon.”

"You think it's haunted, then?"

"Chosts don't eat mice," said Gwn.

"\What ever chewed that nouse could chew ne or you."

"I give up," said Roger

"But if there's any nore of it I'moff, 1'lIl tell you.™"

"How wi | | you manage?"

sai d Gwn.
"Dad' s steerable when you know how. "

"And the new M's Bradl ey?"
sai d Gwn.

"A kind of fam |y honeynmoon, is it?"
"M nd your own business" said Roger
lie spiked the tripod into the earth and set up the canera.

"\What happened to your real Man®?"
sai d Gwn.

"I told you to m nd your own business."

"She around then?"

Roger | ooked over the canera at Gayn.

“I"1l fill you in" he said.

"I'f you open your big nmouth once nore I'Il fill you in."
"OK, " said Gwyn.

"Right."

Gwn concentrated on scratching his initials in the stone, and

Roger



bent to read the exposure nmeter, adjusted the |ens.
"Not haunted" said Gwn after a while.

"Mre like still happeni ng?"

"Atenth at f. 16" said Roger.

"I"ll go up and down either side of that: can't afford to change the
stop, though. What did you say?"

"Gwdi on. One of the Three Col den Shoenakers of the Isle of Britain.
That's him"

"What are you bl at hering at?"
sai d Roger.

"He was the wi zard who nade the wife out of flowers for Lleu LIaw
Gyffes. It's comng back to ne. We had it read at school a couple of
years ago. Gmydi on nade Bl odeuwedd for Lleu, and she fell in love with
G onw Pebyr--"

"That's what Alison said."

"And Gronw killed Lleu here on this very spot: then Lleu killed
Gronw, and Bl odeuwedd was turned into an ONf---"

"The problemis to

line the camera up with this hole, so that you can see the trees," said
Roger, "but you have to be at |east seven feet away, or you can't have
the stone and the trees both in focus together. | want to use the rock
texture as a frame for the trees in the distance. It should nake an

i nteresting conposition.”

"Think of it, man!"

sai d Gwn.

"A woman made of flowers and then changed into an ow . The pl ates,
man! It's all there if we could see it!"

He junped down and ran towards the house.

"Where are you off to?"

shout ed Roger.

"Huw the Flitch! "M nd how you are | ooking at her.' He knows!
The fianer!

Roger went back to his canera.

The hght was fading quickly, and he decided to take the | ast frames
of filmon | ong exposures.

He used the del ayed setting for these.

When he pressed the button the canera whirred for several seconds and
then the shutter chcked.



Wiirr and click.

Whirr and chck.

And the shadows seenmed to conme out of the river.
"Taki ng photos, are you?"

Roger yel ped with fright.

Huw Hal f oacon was st andi ng behind him

He was carrying some branches on his shoul der, and Roger had not
heard hi m cone al ong the river bank.

"What do you think you' re doing, creeping up on me like that? I
coul d have bust ny canera!"

"I was bringing sticks" said Huw.
"For the fire. Yes."

"Then why don't you fetch themfromthe wood?"
sai d Roger.

"It's choked with dead tinber."
"We don't go there" said Huw
"Why not ?"

"Private."

"Private? Don't be stupid: that notice is to keep hikers out, not
you. "

"It is private famly why we don't go in the wood," said Huw

"That is all."

He swng his load to the ground and went down on one knee beside it.
"You taking photo of the Stone of Gronw, are you?"

"No" said Roger.

"The Al bert Menorial."

"There's clever" said Huw.

apter ne Wirr.

click.

"Do you m nd?"
sai d Roger.

"I"'mtrying to finish this before dark. Gwn's |ooking for you."



Huw began to suck at an unlit pipe, turning the charred bow .
"It is old Stone," he said.

"The Stone of G onw "

"I said, Gwn's looking for you--"

"Not a bad man," said Huw.

"He is not all to blame. She is setting her cap at him the other
man's wife."

"The one who was supposed to be nade of flowers?"
sai d Roger.

"Yes?"
sai d Huw.

"Bl odeuwedd?You know her ?You have raven's know edge?Yes, she is
setting her cap at him the fine gentleman: G onw Pebyr, Lord of
Penl [ yn. "

"Don't you people round here tal k about anything el se?"
sai d Roger.

"You'd think it was the only thing that's ever happened in this
val ley."

Whirr.

"That is right," said Huw.

Chck.

"Fi ni shed, " sai d Roger.

"Lleu is a hard lord," said Huw

"He is killing Gronw wi thout anger, w thout |ove, w thout nercy. He
is hurt too much by the woman and the spear. Yet what is there |eft

when it is done? Hs pride. No wife: no friend."

Roger stared at Huw, "You're not so green as you're grass-l|ooking,
are you?"

he sai d.

"Now you nmention it, | have been thinking.- That bl oke G onw was the
only one

with any real guts: at the end.

"But none of themis all to blanme," said Huw

"It is only together they are destroying each other."

"That Bl od-woman was pretty poor,'
it."

sai d Roger, "however you | ook at

"No," said Huw.



"She was made for her lord. Nobody is asking her if she wants him

It is bitter twisting to be shut up with a person you are not |iKking
very much. | think she is often longing for the time when she was
flowers on the mountain, and it is making her cruel, as the rose is
growi ng thorns."

"Boy, you're really screwed up about this, aren't you?"
sai d Roger.

"And you'd have me as bad. |'ve been here a week and |'ve got the
ab-dabs already. There's a world outside this valley, you know 1It's
not cherubs blowi ng their gaskets and a whale in the top left-hand
corner."

"I been outside the valley," said Huw.

"Once. That's why |I'm Huw the Flitch."

"I don't see the connection" said Roger

He tel escoped the tripod and slung the canera round his neck

"I must go," he said.

“"I'I'l be late for dinner."

"I am com ng up the house," said Huw.

"So | can tell you."

"Al'l right," said Roger

"Il buy it. Wiy are you called Hal fbacon?"

"We are very short of meat in the valley, old time," said Huw.

"And there is a man in the next valley. He has some pigs. But he is
not letting anyone have them"

i ?
"So what did you do?"

"I goto himand | ask himto let ne take the pigs in exchange for
what | will give him™"

"Fair enough," said Roger

"Did he agree?"

"Yes."

"And YQU took the pigs, and that's how you got your nicknane."
"Yes."

Huw | aughed.

"I amtricking himlovely."



"What did you give himfor the pigs?"
"Twel ve fine horses," said Huw.

"Wth gold saddl es and gold bridles! And twel ve chamnpi on greyhounds,
with gold collars and gold | eashes!"

Huw st aggered with his | aughter.

"You did that swap for a few greasy pigs?"
sai d Roger.

Huw cackl ed, showi ng his teeth, and grabbed Roger's arm for support.
"You're mad," said Roger.

"You're mad. You're really mad."

"No, no," said Huw.

He wi ped his eyes.

"I amtricking him"

"Then |'m nmad, " sai d Roger.

"Mad for listening to you."

"No, no," said Huw.

"You see - them greyhounds, and the horses, and the trappings and all
- | was maki ng them out of toadstools!"

CHAPTER TEN.

TOMRDS THE END of di nner Gwn stacked the plates in the hatch and
then went to hght the fire in the sitting-room

He fiddled with paper and twigs and fed themstrips of birch bark.
Then he rearranged the logs in the basket by the hearth.
Then he ht the | anps.

He propped nore wood against the fire back, trying not to send snoke
into the room

Roger and his father canme through fromthe dining-roomand settled
t hensel ves in easy chairs.

Gwn put the hanging | anp on the chi mey.

He had to work it gently into place inside its shade so that the
asbestos mantl e woul d not break.

He kept the wick low to warmthe gl ass.

Then he rearranged the logs in the basket and brushed the hearth.



He turned the lanps up slowy in case they flared.

Then he put nore wood on the fire and rearranged the | ogs.
"I think we're suited now' said dive.

"Thanks a lot."

"I'"ll make sure the lanps are right, M Bradley," said Gwn.

"They |l ook fine to nme," said dive.

"And 1'd better bring you sonme |ogs."

"We' || manage," said dive.

"I"d toddle along now, if |I were you."

"Ch Yes--"

"Good ni ght, Gwn."

"--Good night, M Bradley."

"One small point, old son."

"Yes, M Bradley?"

"I'f you've anything you want to tell ny daughter, let's all hear it,
shall we? Let's have the brussels sprouts served straight, wthout

notes inside them eh?"

Gwn stood in the dark at the foot of the stairs between the
di ni ng-room and the sitting-room

He dragged his fist against the wall, trying to hurt hinself.
"Had any luck with the snaps?"
he heard dive say through the open door.

"I don't know' sai d Roger.

"I"ll see tonorrow when | develop them If they cone out it'll be no
thanks to that Halt'bacon nmoron. He was trying to louse it up all the
time. Honest, Dad, you'll have to do sonething about him Wat | was

telling you--"
"Yes, | know," said dive.
"But he's harnl ess.”

"I's he, though?"
sai d Roger.

"He's as strong as an ox. And he's a real nutter."

"Yes, but he's been here all his life: he knows the ropes. And where
woul d we find anyone for the job? The place would go to pot."



"I"d not |ose sleep over that" said Roger.
"And there's Margaret, too," said dive.

"She woul dn't have rmuch of a holiday if we had to go scrounging for a
new man. "

"Of course," said Roger.

"I was forgetting Margaret."

Gwn stepped back into the shadow as soneone cane down the stairs.
It was Alison.

She carried a small |anp, and when she reached the bottom of the
stairs Gwn noved forward so that she could see him

He waved towards the dining-room

Al'i son hesitated.

She | ooked at the open sitting-room door.

Cive and Roger were still talking.

She | ooked at Gwyn, and again at the doorway, and then Gwn wat ched
her pass by him wthin a yard of him into the sitting-room and
wat ched her cl ose the door.

"Hell o, old stick"” said dive.

He rose when Alison cane in.

"Now where is it? Aha. Here's a little nonsense | picked up in town
today. Thought it might anuse the |lady. And | managed to get you your
traci ng paper, by the way."

"Ch Cive, how sweet" said Alison.

She took the box.

"You are a darling."

Gwn ran through the dining-roomand the lamp-roomto the Kkitchen,
and stopped when he canme up agai nst the sink.

He stood still.

Then he turned the taps on, and leant with his hands flat against the
sink and wat ched the water rise.

He squirted sone detergent into the sink, picked a
i?

dirty wineglass fromthe drai ning board, and began, slowy,
nmet hodi cal ly, to wash up.

Then he dried everything and put it-away.



He nade hardly any sound fromstart to finish and it was only when he
went to hang the cloth to dry that he noticed his nother by the stove.

She sat on a kitchen chair, gazing at the cl osed firedoor

One hand gripped the towel rail, her wist flexed as if she was
trying to unscrew the rail, but her fngers slipped on the bright steel

"Hell o, Mani said Gwn.

"Didn't see you there. Shall | |ight another |anp?"

"No, boy," said Nancy.

"Leave it."

"Not |ike our own fire at Aber," said Gwn.

"Is it, ManP"

"I shoul d never have cone;' said Nancy." | shouldn't have cone.
It's not right.

Never go back, boy.

Never go back

"What's the matter, Man? CGot a bad head?"
sai d Gwn.

He could not see her eyes, but he heard the rasp of her breath that
was as cl ose as she ever cane to tears.

"I'f there was justice in Heaven," said Nancy.
Gwn put his armround his nother's shoul der.
"What's wrong, Man®?"

"l shouldn't have cone."

"Then why did we?"
sai d Gwn.

"How did they find our address?"

"He gave it her. Then she wote."

"We still needn't have cone."

"It's good nmoney, boy," said Nancy.

"But | should never have listened to her soft soap."

"Who had our address?"

sai d Gwn.

"That idiot outside."



"Huw? Why shoul d he have it?"
Nancy's hand worked on the rail.
"Mam " said Gwyn.

"Listen, Mam W got to tal k about
lt.

it.
"There isn't nothing to talk about."

"Yes there is. Listen, Mam just once. Please."

"I told you not to have anything to do with him | mean " Mam j ust
listen - Please, Mm

Nancy was sil ent.

"You told nme so nmuch about the valley," said Gwn, "it was |ike

comng honme. All ny life I've known this place better than Abet.

Mare, | even know who people are when | see them you described them
t hat good!

So why didn't | know about Huw Hal f bacon?
"He don't count," said Nancy.
"Yes he does," said Gwyn.

"People in the valley don't call hima fool. He's inportant. Wy
haven't you told ne?"

"Who you been listening to?"
sai d Nancy.

"You been tal king behind nmy back, have you?"
"No, Mam" said Gwn.

"You on their side, are you?"
sai d Nancy.

"Gving ny character!"

" Mar "

Gwn was standing by the kitchen table.
Nancy was sitting on the chair.

She had not | ooked away fromthe door of the stove since Gwn had



first spoken to her, but now both hands were on the rail.

"Mam | got to know about Huw. And them plates."

"I"'mtelling you, boy" said Nancy.

Her voice was sl ow

"If you says another word to that old fool, or if you says another
word about it to me or anyone else, | walk out of this house, and you
| eave that school. No nore for you: you start behind the counter at

t he Coop."

"You can't do that," said Gwn.

"I"'mtelling you, boy."

"You can't."

"It's bad enough having to bow and scrape before themin there;' said
Nancy." I'lIl not stand it fromm own flesh and bl ood.

I've not slaved all these years in Aber so you can | ook down your
nose at ne |like one of them

"I"'ma Premium Bond on legs, is that it?"

sai d Gwn.

Nancy went to the kitchen dresser and funbled in one of the
cupboar ds.

"I"'mtelling you, boy. -Were you off now?"
"Bed. Good night."

"Where's the aspirin?”
sai d Nancy.

"I got one of mny heads."

have got';' said Gwn." "I have got one of ny heads.
" It's uncouth to omt the auxiliary verb.

And if you want aspirin, have you tried your purse?

CHAPTER ELEVEN.

SHE' LL NOT O t hrough the kitchen, because Mambolts it.
She'll not go out the front, because it's two doors to unl ock.
So it'lIl be the cloakroom

Right, girlie.

Don't hurry.

Gwn stood on the high terracing of garden above the back of the
house, overl ooking the cl oakroom



He stood against a tree by the hedge, where the road came nearest the
house, passing a few yanms away at roof level as it curled round the
Bryn.

He had been standing there for two hours.

and had not noved.

You're going to cone out of that door, and the only way to nab you is
to watch, and keep wat chi ng, and nobody woul d have the patience to
stand here and do that, would they?

Such a bore, old stick.

At first Gwn had thought it would be inpossible.

The darkness was unrelieved, and he wanted to nove - only a
few steps, and back: anything to pass the tine.

But he had set hinself against the trunk and gradually the night
separated into cloud and nountain, and trees, river and w nd, and sound
in | eaves and grass.

A stoat killed near him but he did not nove.

The npbon shone.

And Gwn began to play with tine, sphtting a second into ninutes, and
then into hours - or taking an hour and conpressing it to an instant.

No hurry.

H s concentration was broken once, when he was al arned by the quick
drumm ng of hook, but the next noment he grinned as a notorcycle swept
al ong the road.

Its headl anp spun shadows in his face.

Kick start!

Li ghts noved inside the house as the famly went to bed.

Two hghts cane to rest, one room above the other.

Roger and Ali son.

Al'i son's wi ndow darkened first.

Don't be inpatient, girlie.

But Gwn m sjudged her.

He saw the curtains part, and a snudge of face appeared.

She was sitting on the w ndow | edge.

Gwn willed hinself to sink into the tree trunk.

He felt that he was fioodlit.



But Alison was watching the reflection of Roger's light on the steep
garden, and when he blew the lanp out Alison |left the w ndow.

Now |l et's see how good you really are, thought Gwn, and he began to
count .

It was nearly an hour, as far as he could tell, before he saw
Alison's torch flash in the bedroom

"Not bad," said Gwn.

"Not bad at all."

When Alison unl ocked the cl oakroom door Gwn was above her, ready.
She went al ong the back of the house and past the billiard-room
Gwn stayed well up the road.

She coul d be maki ng for the back drive or the wood.

She was wearing trousers and an anorak and rubber-sol ed climbing
boot s.

Alison crossed the open space by the kennels.
Gwn had to let her go.

He dared not start after her until she was on the path that | ed down
fromthe kennels to the drive.

The path was between bushes.
Gwn gave her an extra ten seconds, but the path was dark, and he had

to grope his way, and when he canme on to the drive Aison had
di sappear ed.

Gwn swore.
There was no sigh of her.

Bel ow hi mt he wood stretched through marshland to the river, and in
front was the drive, hned with trees.

He ran along the whole length to the road gate, but found not hing.
He ran back towards the house.

If she had gone this way to the front of the house he would have
heard her when she reached the gravelled part of the drive.

Alison had to be in the wood.
Gwn stopped, and began to watch and |isten again.
Far away anong the trees, deep in the nmarsh, he saw a hght.

Gwn noved into the wood.



As soon as he left the drive he was struggling with old roots, old
ditches, slime, rocks, old paths.

Branbl es and nettles he found by touch, and trees heel ed over when he
tried to steady hinmself, their roots adrift in the peat.

The wood was reverting to swanp.

Gwn made towards the |ight.

Alison had stopped, and Gwn approached very slowy.

He was within a few yards of her when the |ight was sw tched of f.

Now what ?

She can't see any better than me, so she'll still be there: dead
ahead, to the left of that stunmp The Iight came on again, but far over
to the right, alnost out of his vision.

What ' s she playing at?

It was noving at wal ki ng pace, flickering, as though the battery was
gi ving out.

Gwn fol | owed.

How s she got there so fast?
| didn't hear her.

He |istened.

The river was at the back of every sound, but his ears were used to
t he ni ght.

She must have flew

He foll owed the light.

Alison began to zigzag.

She can't know |I've runbl ed her.
What's she up to?

And the |ight went out again.
Not twice you don't, girlie.
Gwn bent low to skyline Alison.

She was sonmewhere near the edge of the wood, and the trees were bl ack
agai nst the silver nountain.

Now t hen.
But the |light cane on even farther away, and well inside the wood.

The battery was keeping up, but the light still flickered.



Weak connection, thought Gwmyn.

But how re you moving so fast?

What's she after?

Wanting to get nme flustered so she can give ne the slip?

Gwn checked that Alison had not put himon the bright screen of
nmoonl i ght .

Still crouching, he ran for the cover of a tree, and stood up agai nst
it.

He was beginning to enjoy the gane.

Hard luck, girlie.

What are you going to do now?

The hght was steady.

Your nove, old stick.

Gwn's head jerked back against the tree.

The hght was still there, but another had appeared, a hundred feet
away to the left.

Two of them

And the first hght now canme nincing towards him

Gwn swirled round the trunk.

There was a third pale fire behind him

He saw that they were not torches, and never had been.

He stood as if bound to the tree.

They were flanes.

They had trapped him

If I shout no one'll hear.

The flames wal ked, two at a distance, casual, backwards and forwards,
marking himoff fromthe world outside the wood, while the first flane

cane on.

Sonetimes it sank to the ground, or paused, or turned aside from Gwn
for a nonent.

And then it cane on.
This is where Huw s old feller went mad.

CGet nme out of here.



Get me out of here.

And sonetimes the flame grew tall, and wavered, |ike |laughter.

How do | stop from goi ng nad?

He wasn't hurt, was he?

He couldn't stand it: inside: in his head.

Thi nk, man!

You're not a peasant!

Do sormet hi ng!

Use your | oafl

""The - acceleration. Acceleration of- of a free falling body is
thirty-two - thirty-two feet per second per second.'" There were nore
fl anes.

He was aware of them but could not take his eyes off the big flane.
It was noving slowy: tottering: playing with him and coning nearer.
| shan't go nad.

Wiat did the old feller see?

- Shut up!

""The acceleration of a free falling body is thirty-two feet per
second per second. Per second per second.' " It's only fire.

That's all.

What happened to him though?
" "l before E, except after C!"

shout ed Gwyn.

But the flame was as tall as he was, and stood before him

"' 1536, Statute of Union! 1543, Wales divided into twelve counties!
Representati ves sent to Westm nster!

""Matter consists of- of three - three classes of substance! An

El enent! A - a Compound! And a mixture! Describe an experinment!’

Mam "Gind! Gind - together! Together - ten granmes of fused sodi um
acetate and fifteen granmes of soda |linme! Place sone of the mixture in
the test-tube, Mam and heat strongly! Then then Nac2H304

+ Naoh = NA2C33 + CH

It does!

It does!



It does!

The other flanmes danced.
Gwn st opped.

It was very quiet in the wood.
Gwn stared at the flane.

He et go of the tree, and took a slow step forward towards the bl ue
fire, and anot her step.

"CH4," he said.

" CHA?"

One atom of carbon and four atonms of hydrogen.
That's - methane -.

Met hane!

Gwn junped at the flame. He | anded on his hands and
knees in water and rotten | eaves, and the flane had gone.

Gwn sl ashed through the mud and stanped at the nearest tongue.
I't di sappeared.

"Met hane! "

St anp.

"Met hane! "

Spl ash.

"Marsh gas!"

Gwn trampled the delicate veils, |aughing w de-nouthed.

"CH pi ddl i ng- Four!"

He fell against a dead sapling which snapped.

The sharp noi se brought hi m up.

"Ch Crinond," he said.

"Alison."

That's done it, that has.

Thought yoursel f clever, didn't you waiting so patient and all?
And you have to go and chuck it away when it's handed you on a plate.

Ha!



Pl at e!
Two penn' orth of nethane and you screamthe house down.

You'll be lucky if you get within a mle of them plates now - and by,
won't it make a nice little story for dear little stepbrother

Gwn headed out of the swanp.

He was so angry with hinmself that he took no notice of the marsh gas,
nor of the wood, nor of the noonlight, nor of the noise he nade.

Caf .

Peasant .

Vel sh git.

"Achoo! "

He stopped on a stride.

"A-choo! "

The sneeze was near him

He |istened, but he heard nothing to give hima direction.
Gwn scanned t he wood.

To his right the ground was steep and very bl ack

In front of hima raised causeway
stretched across a pool to a gate in the boundary fence on his left.

He waited for a novenent to give her away.

He turned his head fromside to side, exam ning everything that |ay
in his arc of vision.

CGot you.

She was standing under a tree at the end of the causeway, near the
gate.

He | ooked: and | ooked.

She became cl earer, standing half hidden by the dapple of |eaves in
t he noonlight.

He could see the Iine of her through the branches.
But has she seen ne?

She'll not have the plates there, and if | let on she'll act dim and
we'll be no nearer.

"Il sit you out this time, girlie.



What's up?

Thi nk you heard sonet hi ng?

Steady: if you nove, I'll see you.

Wait till we're nice and quiet again and you're sure nobody's after
you, then it'll be safe to carry on - and I'll be behind you, M ss
Al'i son.

"A-choo! "

Gwn's teeth cl enched.

Alison had sneezed next to him above, and a little to the right,
where the wood was darkest.

Gwn made hinmsel f | ook.

"Stone ne!"

sai d Gwn.

An old hen hut on iron wheels sat rotting in the marsh, and from
i nside the hut came a faint noise of nmoving crockery.

So who's by the fence?

The figure was still there at the end of the causeway, waiting under
the tree, head and shoul ders, and arns and

the slim body, and then he saw, no less clearly, |eaves and branches,
t hi cket and noonlight, and no one waiting.

"Stone ne!"

Gwn kneaded his face with his hands and shook his head.

H s eyes were heavy with strain.

There was a wi ndow on the opposite side of the hut: chicken wire was
nailed over it.

Gwn found the door, which had no lock, only an outside |atch.

Ali son was huddl ed over her torch, which she had propped against a
stack of plates, and was cutting ows out of a roll of tracing paper.

She wor ked qui ckly, discarding each o as soon as it was finished to
begi n the next.

The ribbed stacks surrounded her and reflected the torchlight.
She rocked on her heels with concentration.

Gwn drew back fromthe w ndow.

"Alison" he said quietly.

"It's Gwn."

The |ight went out.



"Alison."

He ran to the door.

"Alison. It's me. Gwn. Don't be scared.”

There was no reply.

"Alison."

He opened the door.

The hut was a bl ack hole, and he coul d see not hing.

"Alison. Don't act daft. | want to help you. Alison, |I'm com ng
in. Shine your torch."

"GCo away."
He put his hand on the door frane.
"Co. Away."

There was a fluttering in the darkness, like wings, but dry and hard
as a ratfiesnake.

"Alison, I'mcomng in."
" Co.
Anay .

The Warni ng, the nenace of the sound terrified himthe quick ruffling
of the stacked pl ates.

"Don't, Alison. You've got to stop.”

"Go. Away."

The pl ates cl ashed.

Gwn di ved.

He hit Alison with his shoul der and pinned her arns to her sides.
She fought, threshing, kicking, but Gwn held her

Hi s head was tucked close in to her anorak out of her reach

The di nner service splintered under them

Gwn held her until her strength was gone, and he let her cry herself
to silence.

Then he felt for the torch.

"You all right, are you?"

sai d Gwn.



"Yes."
"Sorry if | hurt, but I had to stop you maki ng those ows."
"W]y?"

n W]y?ll
sai d Gwn.

"Don't you know why?"

"l have to make them " said Alison.

"I get all worked up and edgy, and its the only thing that makes ne

feel better."
"Better?"

sai d Gwn.

"O flaked out?"

"I can't explain," said Alison.

"I feel 1'mgoing to burst, and if | can trace the pattern it goes
into that. 1'd nearly

fini shed.

It wouldn't take |ong--"

" No," said Gwn." You | eave them and go

to bed.

"I couldn't. I'"'mall strung up. Please let me finish them then
"Il be all right."

"How do you make things take off?."

sad Gwn.

"Li ke the book at ne, and the plate at nmy Man®"

"Do | ?"

said Alison.

"It's this feeling I'"'mgoing to burst it's |osing your tenper and

being frightened, only nmore. My body gets tighter and tighter
it's as if my skin's suddenly holes |ike that chicken wire,
and it all shoots out."

"Has it ever happened before you nmade the ow s?"

" _No."

"Then don't you see you have to stop?"

and and then

"I can't, Gwn. You don't know what it's like. I rmust finish them"

"How many are there to do?"



"I was on the |last one. Please, Gwn. Then | can sleep. |I'm dead
beat . "

"You look it," said Gwyn.
"OK. But you pronise--"

"I promse," said Alison, and she picked up
the scissors.

She cut round the tracing she had nade fromthe plate.

She had taken only the main outline of the pattern, without nuch
detail, but enough for her to make the ow .

"There," she said.

"That's the whol e dinner service."

"I'"ll have the scissors, please" said Gwn.

"Thank you. Can | keep this ow ?"

"Yes," said Alison.

"Do what you want."

Gwn folded the ow into his pocket.

"Now t hen, cone on, back up the house."

He put his hand on Alison's arm

She was trenbling and her teeth began to chatter.

"Cone on, Alison. You're done in."

Alison Clutched at his sleeve, twisting the cloth with both hands.
"I"'mfrightened. Help nme. It's awful. You don't know. Pl ease.
Gwn.

"' m frightened.

Gwn.

"I"'m here" said Gwn.

"What are you frightened of ?2."

"Everything," said Alison.

"I feel it's - | can't tell you. It's as if--"

"You keep saying you
can't tell me, and | don't know. Wy not try?"

"l haven't the words," said Alison.



"Try."

"Not hing's safe any nore. | don't know where I am "Yesterday',
'today', 'tonorrow - they don't nean anyt hing.

| feel they're here at the sanme tinme: waiting.

How | ong have you felt this?

" | don't know
" Since yesterday?

"I don't know. | don't know what 'yesterday' was."
"And that's what's frightening you?"

"Not just that," said Alison

"All of me's confused the sane way. | keep wanting to | augh and
cry."

"Sounds dead netaphysical to ne," said Gwn.

"I knew you woul dn't understand. Gwn, |I'm
fri ght ened.

I'"mfrightened of what's outside.

" Qutside where?

sai d Gwn.

"This hut."

"What is outside this hut?"
"Everything."

"Stop that!"
sai d Gwn.

He shook Alison

"Don't play spooks with me! It's hysterics, man! Come up the house,
now, and get sone sleep.”

"Gwni No! | damm't! I'msafe here."

"You can't spend your life in a hen hut, can you?"

sai d Gwn.



"I'f you let yourself go you land up paralytic. You have to get a
grip. Think of cold kippers."

"Ch, Gwyn!"

Alison nearly | aughed.

"I mean it. It's a creepy old wood - so think of cold kippers.
It's all in the mnd.

Gwn took Alison's hand, and pushed the door open with his back.
He saw Alison stare past his shoul der.

" Quyn. "

"Col d ki ppers, remenber?"

"Gwn. Look."

The smile stuck on his face.

He | ooked.

A columm of light stood at the end of the causeway, under the tree by
the gate in the boundary fence.

The colum was tall, and narrowed at its top and base, and ridges of
flame hung |ike draped cloth.

Al i son began to noan.

"It's OK " said Gwn.

"Alison, it's K It's what | was telling you."
She pul | ed back towards the hut.

"No;"' she said." Look.

"It's only marsh gas," said Gwn.

"You find it in places like this, where plants rot under water. It's
harm ess. "

"No," said Alison.

"I't's methane. You nust have heard of it. It's a sinple conpound of
carbon and hydrogen, and it's not poi sonous. Cone and see."

"No. You don't understand" said Alison.

"Shall | blowit out for you?"

sai d Gwn.
"Or jump on it?"

"No! Gwn! Pl ease!"



"It's only marsh gas."

"It may be marsh gas;' said Alison." It doesn't matter what it is.
Can't you see?

It's being used!

"Al'l right, Alison, back we go," said Gwn.

"I't'"ll be daylight soon. W'll sit it out, and I'Il tell you about
ki ppers, shall 17?"

They sat on the floor of the hut, and Alison hid her head in Gwn's
shoul der, and he talked to her until the sun cleared the nountain.

Then he had to wake her.

They stepped fromthe hut into rai nbow dew and wal ked together up to
t he house through the m dsumer dawn.

Huw Hal f bacon was scratching the gravel of the drive with a rake.
He pushed his cap back on his head when Gwn and Alison appear ed.
"She's come," he said.

CHAPTER TWELVE.

GAWN VWENT WTH Alison as far as the cl oakroom door.

Huw Hal f bacon was | eaning on the rake, and took no notice when Gwn
canme back.

Gwn wal ked up to himand kicked the rake away, so that Huw fell
f or war d.

Gwn picked up the rake and carried it to the stables.

One of the garage doors was unl ocked, and he went in and hung the
rake on the wall.

He faced Huw Hal f bacon, who had foll owed hi mw thout speaking.

"Are you on piecework?"

sai d Gwn.

"Or is raking the drive your answer to the problem of |eisure?"
"There's a lot to be done," said Huw

"And | don't have help."

"So you start at four o'clock every norning."

"Only in sumrer," said Huw

"Don't put that tourist trade |ook on for ne," said

Gwn.



"Keep the sinple peasant for the other nugs, Mster Huw, not ne."
Huw sai d not hi ng.

Gwn noticed that his arms were the sane thickness from shoul der to
wrist, and hung notionl ess.

"Alison's finished tracing the owms on that dinner service. She
makes theminto paper nodels."

Gwn felt in his pocket: frowned: then turned his pocket inside out.
"l had one of them" he said.

"Never mnd. She nmakes these ow s. Then soon after, it seens the
pattern vani shes off the plates. First question, Mster Huw. "

"She wants to be flowers" said Huw, "but you nake her owl s. Wy do
we destroy oursel ves?"

"I'"'m asking the questions" said Gwn.

"What have those plates to do with Bl odeuwedd?"

"She is the |l ady" said Huw

" gP"

"And she has cone."

"What does that nean?"

"I don't know "

"M ster Huw, " said Gwn.

"I"ve just seen Alison so frightened she was as big an idiot as you
pretend to be, and | think you know about it, and you're going to tel
me. What's wong with the pl ates?"

"My grandfather nade them"

" go"

"He went nmad."

"Right, we'll play it your way for a bit" said Gwn.

"Why did he go mad?"

"Down in the wood," said Huw

"I said "why', not 'where'- but that's nothing. Were in the wood,
M ster Huw?"

"There's a causeway over the swanp to a gate in the fence on the
river bank," said Huw

"He saw the | ady made of flowers, but he was not strong enough to
keep her, and she changed into - he would never say what happened.
Down in the wood. W don't go there.”



Gwn had | ost his colour.

"By the gate" he said.

"At the end of the causeway, under a tree, close to the hen hut.

"How do you know t hat ?"
sai d Huw.

He bul ked agai nst the open doorway.
"How do you know?We don't go there."
H s arns swung forward, and held Gwn.

"I"ve told you, we don't go there."

"Who's "we'? You're not my boss. I'Il go where | like," said Gwn.

"Lay off, you're hurting."

"We are not free," said Huw

"W have tried too many tines to be free. No lord is free. My
grandfather tried, nmy uncle tried, and | have tried to end it,
has no end."

"Lay offl."

Gwn twi sted out of Huw s grip, but could not reach the door

He vaulted over a chest of drawers and took hold of it by the
corners, ready to dodge if Huw noved.

but

But Huw stayed in the niddle of the floor, and spoke as if nothing

had happened.

"She wants to be flowers, but you nake her owl s. You nust not
conplain, then, if she goes hunting."

"Tal k sense, nman!"
cried Gwn.
"Please! |'ve got to know "

"You do know' said Huw.

"Ll eu, Bl odeuwedd and G onw Pebyr. They are the three who suffer

every time, for in themthe power of this valley is contained,
t hrough them the Power is |oosed."

"What's this power?"

sai d Gwn.
Huw di d not answer.

"Huw. |Is it ghosts?"

and

it



Huw shook hi s head.

"I's the power in the plates?"
"Sonme of it," said Huw.

"For a while, and a while."

"And that picture in the billiard-roon? You know, don't you?"

"Ch, yes," said Huw.

"My uncle painted that."
"When?"

"Ch, years ago."

"But it's centuries old, nan!"
"Yes, ny uncle painted that."
"But he can't have done."

"And he found peace, too, that way before he died. You see.

Grandf at her and uncle were great men, and they thought they could
tane her.

They thought they could end the sorrow of this valley.
But they made her owl's, and she went hunti ng.

They rid thenselves at |ast by locking her in plate and wall - and
then they sought a quiet grave.

"What's it to do with you, or your grandfather, or your uncle?"

sai d Gwn.
"W have the blood," said Huw.

"And we must bear it. Alord must ook to his people, and they nust

not suffer for his wong. Wien | took the powers of the oak and the
broom and the nmeadowsweet, and made them woman, that was a great w ong
- to give those powers a thinking mnd."

"You didn't do that," said Gwn.

"You're mxed up. It's a story, Huw, in books - about the old days,
|l ong ago, and it was a man call ed Gwdi on who made Bl odeuwedd: not you.

You' ve got to straighten yourself out over what you know and what
you've read or been told. It's a nuddle inside you. You didn't make
anybody out of flowers, and your uncle didn't paint that picture, for a
start."”

"What do | know?"
said Huw, and Gwn was frightened by the fear in Huw s eyes.

"What do | know? ... | know nore than | know ... | don't know what



know ... The weight, the weight of it!"

"Huw Stop acting sinple! They think you' re off your head, and
Roger's trying to have you sacked. |'ve heard them"

"They'll not do anything," said Huw.

"They'll give you the push, all right, if it suits them" said Gwn.
"Try, man. Don't play up so - that guff about toadstools and pigs that
anot her story about Gwydi on, not you. Alison's been reading

those old tales, and when Roger was on about you | ast night she cane
out withit. It's one thing to put on the w zened retainer act if it
brings in a few quid, but this lot here think you' re taking

themfor a ride.

You' |l be out on your neck.

You don't own the place, man.

"Don't |?"
sai d Huw.

"Ch, their name is on the books of the law, but I own the ground, the
mountain, the valley: I own the song of the cuckoo, the branbles, the
berries: the dark cave is mine!"

"You won't see it, will you?"

Gwn pushed past Huw.

"Qut of my way, you daft devil! -And get that cover made for the
trap door," he called back over his shoul der, "or else!"

"YOU RZ LOOKING A bit peaky this norning," said Cive

"Sure you're OK? Mustn't overdo things, you know. Not good for a
young | ady."

"I"'mfine, thanks," said Alison

"I"mnot properly awake yet, that's what's wong. |I'm always |ike
this if | oversleep."

"Shall | rustle up Od Nancy to do you a poached egg?"
said dive.

"W kept your breakfast as long as we could, but it turned nasty."

"No. Honest, Clive, I'Il be all right. I think "Il go for a breath
of fresh air."

"That's the stuff," said dive.

"Where's Roger ?"
said Alison.

"He's down in the cellar with his filnms: devel oping, | think. Anyway,
he said not to disturb him He's |ocked the door to stop us from
wal king in at a crucial nmonment - you

was



know what these darkroom fanatics are.

" Never mind," said Alison." | shan't be |ong.

Un remenber what Margaret said, won't you?

Yes, Chve.

"Mothers can't help worrying--"

"No, Chve."

"I mean, she has your best interests at heart--"
"Yes, Chve."

"She - we want you to enjoy yourself, you know. W want you to be
happy, that's all."

"You're very sweet, Chve" said Alison.

"See you at lunch."

"Cheers" said Chve.

Alison wal ked along the river path below the terrace.

The heat of the day was al ready unconfortable, but under the trees
the air was still cool.

The path went into the marsh at the hen hut.
Gwn was sitting on a stunp by the path.
"Hell 0" said Alison.

"Hello."

Al'i son chnbed on to a rock.

Gwn pointed through the trees.

"See that dark hne going up the nountain?"
he said.

"That's the old peat road. Every summer the people fromthe valley
went up the top to cut peat. Four days it took them™

"How did they carry it down?"
said Alison.

"Horses," said Gwn.

"But it's so steep.”



"They used sl edges. And see that scar above the stream
t here?

That was the quarry for building the house.

Al the good slate is that side of the river: over this side it's
very poor stone.

Have a | ook at the road bridge next tine you go to the shop

It was made of the bad slate, and it's falling to bits.

But the house is |ike new

It'"1l never wear out.

"I wish | was like you," said Alison

"You bel ong here."

"Me?

This is the first tine |'ve seen the place---"

" That's it" said

Alison." You cane a week ago, and you know everything as if you'd
al ways lived here - while |I've been spendi ng holidays at the house al
my life, and yet | don't bel ong.

I'mas useless as one of those girls in fashi on photographs -j ust
stuck in a field of wheat, or a puddle, or on a nmountain, and they | ook
gorgeous but they don't know where they are.

I"mlike that.

| don't bel ong.

"It's your house" said Gwyn.

"That doesn't count for nuch at the nmonent."

"How | ong has your fanmily owned the place?"

"I"ve no idea. Daddy inherited froma cousin who was killed."

"When was he kill ed?"

"Qoh, ages ago: before | was born. |'ve seen pictures of himhe was
very good-1ooking. H s nane was Bertram"

"But it is your house."
- - Yes.
"I'f you really put your foot down, would you have your own way?"

"Mummy and Cive run the estate now It's not easy. Why? Wat's
the matter?"



"I"mworried about Huw, " said Gmyn.
"You won't sack him wll you?"
-"They're tal king about it," said Alison

"But there's no one to take his place. dive's bothered about him
bei ng dangerous. Is he?"

Gwn shook his head.

"I don't know. There's too nmuch that's screwy with him- and too
much of it is sense. He talks so elliptical, even in Wl sh, you just
can't make himout. I'mfeeling bad about it, | suppose, because we
had a set to after you went in, and | lost ny tenper. But now |I've
been thi nki ng, and what he says could be true."

"What's that?"

"Come and look in the hen hut," said Gwn.

"I"d rather not," said Alison

"I"ve been thinking, too.
"It won't take a nonent" said Gwyn.
He opened the door.

"There. One dinner service, plain white, smashed: ready for instant
di sposal . \What am | of fered?"

"No, Gwn. |'mscared again. And the tight feeling inside."

"Don't worry. The pattern's gone and every piece is bust. You can
tell yourself we broke it when we were scrapping last night, if you
like. I don't know how you cope with the pattern. And where are the
owl s you made?"

"Gwn, don't go on at ne, please! Not you. You're the only one
can talk to."

"You woul dn't think it," said Gwn.

"What about when | needed to talk to you? -The way you swept past
and went in: "Ch, Cive, how sweet!'- and ne out there. How do you
think that felt?"

"l had to," said Alison

"Mumy was com ng down any second, and we'd had the nost awful row
about that nmessage you put in the sprouts.”

"Well, so what?"
sai d Gwn.

"Saying you had to see ne. Mummy was hvid. She said sonme hatefu
things. | didn't know she could be like that."

"Li ke what ?"



"I can't tell you, Gwn."

"Thank you very much, Mss Alison. I'msorry |I spoke."
"Don't, Gwn. It's not ne."

"Wio is it, then?"

"l-well--"

"I only want to talk to you, girl."

"Me too. You're the only one who's ever called ne "Alison'."
"That's your nane."

"But I'malways called "AIl". It's horrid. Al Alleycat."

"I just want to talk to you," said Gwn.

"Wth you it all goes how | nean it. Have you had your breakfast?"
"No, | couldn't."

"Neither could I. It was |ike sawdust. | couldn't swallow "
Gwn went back to the tree stunp.

"W nust tal k about these plates.™

"W]y?"
said Alison.

"They're broken. | don't care two hoots oh! Two hoots!™"
Alison | aughed, covering her face with her hands.

"Two hoots!"

" St eady” said Gwn.

"Come on, Alison, that's enough now. Cone on, girl. I'msorry. |
shoul d have thought."

"Hello;' said Roger. He was | eaning against a tree." | wondered
where you were.

|'ve been shouting after you.

|'ve some prints | want you to see.

In a mnute," said Gwn.
"Come and see, All;' said Roger.

"I told "you in a mnute," said Gwn.



"Al'l," said Roger.
"Your nother's knocking around. Don't you think--? Renenmber?"

"What's he on about ?"

sai d Gwn.

Alison | ooked at him

"Gwn - don't conme to the house with us.

Gwn, | tried: but Mummy said | wasn't to talk to you
"It's quite in order, Mss Alison," said Gwn.

"And 1'll use the tradesman's entrance in future."

He wal ked briskly along the path and then up through the wood towards
the back drive.

"Gwn, | daren't!"
"That fellow s got a chip on his shoulder a mle high" said Roger

"OF COURSE I F I'd had the proper stufi |I could have blown it up as
big as the wall," said Roger.

"As it is, |I've been sweating in that cellar all nmorning trying to
bal ance out, but it's murder to use that film and paper for really
det ai | ed work.

Still, there's enough to give you sone idea, and perhaps you'll be
able to tell what it is: a fresh eye, and all that.

"Not now, Roger," said Alison

"The prints are on the dining-roomtable. They'll be a bit danp, so
m nd you don't flap them about."

"No. Later. Not now. "

"Didn't half give me a shock at first, I'll tell you" said Roger
"It's the last two, when that great hairy Wl sh freak was wat chi ng.
Gwn was there when |I took nost of the others. You can see his hand
He was sitting on the stone

before he went offto find his nate.

But the point is,Ali, the pictures were all taken within five

m nutes, once |'d set the -canera up, and | was |ooking at the Bryn
pretty well all the tine.

Anyway, see for yourself.

They're in here.

But as soon as Roger opened the door Alison ran past himand up the
stairs.

"Oy! Alli" Her door banged and he heard a nuffled chine of bed



springs.

"Wonen! "
sai d Roger, and went into the dining-room

H s phot ographs were piled on the windowsill in full sunlight.
The top prints had rolled thensel ves into tubes.
Nancy was | aying the table.

"Who's noved ny prints?"
sai d Roger.

"They was on the table," said Nancy.

"I know they were on the table. | put themthere to finish drying.
" 1've spent all norning on those printsl!

"They was in the way," said Nancy.

"I got work to do, and dining-roomtable isn't the place for sticky
paper when you has to polish it every day and sonetinmes tw ce."

"I'n the way?"

sai d Roger.

"You've ruined ny prints, that's all

In the way?

Is it your job to decide what's in the way here?
"I wishes to see Ms Bradley," said Nancy.

"You'll not interfere with stuffthat doesn't concern you, that's what
you'll do."

"Hell o, hello, hello,"” said dive.
He began to talk while he was still conming in through the cl oakroom

"What's al
t he hoo-ha?

"I wants to speak to Mssis," said Nancy.
"I"mgiving notice."
"She went and ruined--"

"Al'l right, all right" said dive.

"Let's drop the tenperature, shall we? Now then, old son, collect
your tackle and scarper, eh?"

"But Dad--"

"I'"ll help you sort it out in the parlour, but wait a



tick, there's a good lad. 1'll be right with you."

Roger picked up the photographs and left the room

He went through to the parlour and unrolled the sheets on the fl oor
and listened to the voices - Nancy's nonotone, and his father's

per suasi veness - then Cive cane back into the parl our

He was putting his wallet back in his pocket.

"Expensi ve holiday, this," he said.

"I was all nmorning with these prints," said Roger, "and she's messed
t hem up. "

"Easy does it.You'll not go far if you don't learn to bend with the
wi nd, and Nance is blowing a bit strong lately."

Roger spread out the photographs, weighting themat the corners with
or nanment s.

"Well, actually, it's not as bad as | thought" he said.

"I'f I can keep themflat now they may be OK Sorry | flew off the
handl e, Dad: it was the way she slung them about.

Couldn't she see they were there on purpose?

"She wouldn't think," said Cive.

"You mustn't expect the Nancys of this world to have too nmuch savvy."
"OGwn seens pretty smart."

"Ah yes: well: that's the trouble: barrack-rooml|awers we called
themin the RAE They're the worst. But brains aren't everything, by a
| ong chal k. You nust have the background.™"

"I's that why Margaret's gone so County with Alison?"

"Tricky," said dive.

"Very, very tricky -um- you know? Now what about these snaps of

yours? Shall we put themon the billiard table?
It's better than in here, and we'll anchor themw th snooker balls.
Not cone out too well, have they?

What's this, a wet weekend in Brunf

"You tell ne," said Roger

"Il put themin order. Now here's the straightforward seven shots

of that stone by the river. In the first three you can see Gwn's hand

- he was sitting on top of the stone. Right. Now here are

enl argenents of the m ddle part of each picture. They're all the sane

- the different shades are because | gave them different exposures but you can
see how |'ve nmade the hole frame the trees on the Bryn."



"Yes,jolly good" said Cive.
"Quite effective."

"Now in the last two pictures Gwn wasn't there. But old
St reakybacon had turned up and was maki ng snide remarks. Here."

"Jolly good: spot on again."

"Are they?"
sai d Roger.

Cive knelt over the prints and | ooked closely at them conparing the
two sets.

"Aha," he said.

"Yes."

"What, Dad?"

11i

"In these last two there's sonething just inside the trees - between
those on the left."

"What is it?"

"Un - ah. Can't say. It's not on the others, right enough. Have
you tried a magnifying glass?"

"No, but I've enlarged the enlargenent. Now | ook at these."

Roger showed his father another seven prints, enlarged so that none
of the Stone of Gonw appeared, only the trees on the Bryn.

"There's the three with Gwn, there's two after he'd gone, and
there's the two when Hal poacon was wat chi ng."

"No doubt about it now, is there?"
said dive.

"There's sonmething extra in the last two."

"What is it?"

Cive put on his gl asses.

"--No," he said.

"No go. If you nade it bigger we mght see.™

"I have," said Roger.

"Here's your wet weekend."

The prints were coarse patterns of blobs and |ines.

"What' s gone w ong?"
said dive.



"It's the filmand the paper,’

"You can only bl ow the negative up so far,
filmstarts to show, and the col our definition separates into black and
so you're left with patches of each

whi te,
you do it deliberately it can be a kind

"Yes--?"
said dive.

"I"ve tried to conpronise," said Roger,
to another row of prints.

"Here. 1've taken it as far as possible
pi cture disintegrates. What do you make
di fferent because they're two different

sai d Roger.

and then the grain of the

and not hi ng i n between.
of abstract."

and he pointed

and stopped just before the
of it? Again, the shading's
exposures. "

The trees in the picture were |like burnt match sticks, and between

two of themwas a cluster of grey and bl ack beads.
"I'"d say this was soneone on a horse, either
wavi ng his hand. "

lifting a pole up, or

"Have you seen any horses since we cane here?"
sai d Roger.

"The farns use tractors."”

"It's a bit on the small side, | nust admit," said Cive.

"I tell you what, though: it could be a pony. Pony trekking' s very
popul ar nowadays. "

"What's on his head?"

"Ah - nothi ng?"

"His hair's long, then," said Roger
"CGat hered at the back and down to his shoul ders.”
"One of these beatnik types" said dive.

"I must say, is

it?"

it's not often you see themin the great outdoors,

"Look at the next print," said Roger
"I't's underexposed. That's why it's so nuch darker, and the bl obs
have run together nore."

"He's taken his hand down" said Clive, "but you can't see nuch of
him can you? Wait a minute - that pony's a bit round fore and aft."

"I't may have dropped its head," said Roger

"True. But if | hadn't known about the other

not or bi ke. "

photo 1'd say it was a

"Up there?"



"Just the place for a scranble, though I think we'd have heard nore
about it, don't you? Was there anyone riding round?"

"No, Dad. That's the point. The pictures were all shot within five

m nutes, and | was watching the Bryn. How have these two turned out
i ke this?"

"I haven't the faintest: unless Hal fbacon was putting a jinx on you."
"Are you serious, Dad? Could he?"

"Coul d he what ?"

"Put a jinx on nme."

"Now steady," said Cive.

"W're not in the Mddle Ages: you'll be roasting the chap at the
st ake next."

Roger and his father gathered up the prints and carried themto the
billiard-room

The door was open, but they could not go in, because a wheel barrow
was bl ocki ng the way.

The wheel barrow hel d broken pebbl e-dash and Gwn was cl earing the
last of it fromthe floor with a brush and shovel .

Roger and his father waited outside.

Gwn said nothing, but went on with his sweeping.
"I'd forgotten," said Roger.

"There's sonmething to show you."

They wait ed.

"We'll settle for that, old lad,"” said Qive.

" Chop-chop. "

"I was brushing up, like," said Gwn.

"You don't want this rubbish here, isn't it?"
"Shift your barrow, will you, so we can get in."

"That's right, M Bradley," said Gwn, and went on sweepi ng.

"The barrow, laddie;' said Clive." Snmartish.

"Yes, sir;' said Gwn. He worked a fragnent of plaster towards the
shovel , holding the broomin his other hand, close to the head. He
followed the plaster round the billiard table and trapped it agai nst
one of the legs. He swng the shovel up, carried it to the barrow, and
dropped the plaster in." At once, sir.



Gwn pushed the barrow t hrough the doorway and bunped it down the
steps to the path at the back of the house.

"Dunb | nsol ence, as near as a toucher!”
said dive.

"Never mind, Dad. Cone and see this."

Roger put his photographs on the billiard table.
"What do you think of our nural? - Oh, Dad!"

He was | ooking at a bare wooden panel

"The vindictive beggar! He's scraped it of."
Roger ran to the steps.

Gwn was wheel i ng the barrow

"Hey! You! Gmyn stopped.

"Cone here!"

Roger junped the steps.

"What did you have to weck that painting for, you Wl sh oaf?."

"Master Roger" said Gwn, "there's asking for a poke in the gob you
are, indeed to goodness, | ook you."

CHAPTER FI FTEEN.

VWHEN SHE HEARD t he shouting Alison rolled off her bed and went to the
wi ndow.

It was Roger's voice
She opened the fanlight.

Gwn appeared bel ow the wi ndow, wheeling a barrow towards the
st abl es.

The sun had warned the | edge.

Alison | eant her head agai nst the gl ass.

Sone di stance away the long stone fish tank by the | awn sparked where
the inlet broke fromthe ferns, and she saw herself mirrored anong

hal oes that the sun nade on the water.

The brightness destroyed the i mage of the house, so that all she saw
was her face.

I"mup here, and down there, thought Alison
Wiich is me?

Am| the reflection in the wi ndow of ne down there?



Gwn cane back fromthe stables.

He was wal king with his shoul ders hunched, and he ki cked at every
pebbl e.

He sat on the edge of the tank, right next to the Alison in the
water: he seemed to be watching her.

Now am | here, and you there?

O are we together?

If I"'mthe reflection here then we'll be able to talk to each other.
"Hell o, Gayn."

Gwn sai d not hi ng.

He reached out to touch her hair, and she was at once gold and
whi t eness over the water, and Alison was back in the w ndow and the
nmetal frame was hurting her cheek.

And Gwn | ooked up.

He had not expected to see her.

He had been fighting his anger all the way to the rubbish dunp and
back.

The water was calm and he tried to slip his hand into the stillness
wi t hout breaking the clear hght, but ripples sprang fromhis fingers.

He | ooked up.
Alison was in the w ndow.
She did not nove.

The stillness he had tried to enter was now all round him and Gwn
sat, and wat ched.

But the gong sounded for lunch, and Alison hurried downstairs, while
Gwn went to drain the potatoes and put themin their dish in the
serving hatch.

"What you been up to?"
said Nancy after the first course.

"He says you're not to wait on at table today."

"I offered to thunp his son and heir a few m nutes ago" said Gwn.
"What for?"

"Bei ng personal."

"Did you hit hinP"

"No. Daddy broke it up."



"Pity," said Nancy, and carried the cheese board through to the
di ni ng-room

Gwn frowned after his nother.
Pity?

Then he cleared the dirty plates fromthe hatch and stacked them at
the sink.

Hi s hands trenbl ed at the idea.

There was tine, but he had to be quick, and quiet.

Fi ve boxes.

Two from each woul dn't be missed.

He tried the sitting-roomfirst.

One box.

He opened it, and it was full: at |least a hundred cigarettes.

He took ten straight away, but that was too many, and he fed them
back until the box | ooked full again.

He had five cigarettes left in his hand.

Gwn went into the parlour, and found two boxes, but the first he
opened was nearly enpty and he dared not take any.

Three fromthe second box.
More: nore.
But there were no nore boxes, and knives were clinking in the hatch.

He ran to the kitchen and started to wash up as his nother brought
the cutlery in.

She took the coffee to the dining-room
M nut es.

Gwn dried his hands, trying to make an inventory of the house in his
head, but no boxes showed thensel ves.

Ei ght cigarettes were as bad as none.

Gwn went back to the sitting-roomand | ooked behind the cushions on
the chairs and found not hi ng.

There was tine for only one try.

He stepped into the cloakroom and put his hand in the pocket of
Cive's fishing jacket.

This is where the |ight always goes on, thought Gwn, but nothing
happened, and his fingers gripped a flat nmetal box.



Back in the kitchen Gwn put the ten cigarettes in a
7z

dr awer .

One was bent, but he had not tine to straighten it.

He opened the kitchen door to the outside passage, took the lids off
t he dustbins, and began to turn the contents over

Then Gwn fini shed washi ng up
He canme down from his bedrooma quarter of an hour |ater
Nancy sat by the stove, drinking the remains of the coffee.

"\Where you been, boy?"
she said.

"You was cl unping about no end."
"Upstairs, Mam"

Gwn pulled a chair to the stove.
"Mam " he said.

"I"msorry about last night. That was a rotten trick with your
purse. | bought you a present, see."

He held out a cigarette packet.

"I couldn't get your usual. WII| these do?"

Nancy took the packet.

Unl ess she noticed the wet stains fromthe tea | eaves in the dustbin;
if he had managed to fold the silver paper tightly; if the bent
cigarette was not the first she picked-"Mr said Nancy.

"Al'l right, boy."

She twisted a spill of newspaper and Iit it fromthe stove.

"Mm They'll do. Where you find the noney?"

"I'"ve been saving a bit," said Gwn.

"I thought you was conming it yesterday" said Nancy.

"Mam if |I'd belted Roger what woul d have happened? Wul d we have
been sacked?"

"Depends how hard, doesn't it?"
"You wouldn't mind if | belted hin®"

"Hi n? Ha! "Oh' he says. "Where's ny photos? he says. "Wo's
nmoved them of ft he tabl e?You got no right,' he says.



"Don't you touch anything w thout perm ssion,' he says.

And there was all that sticky on ny table | just polished.

And then he cones in and thinks he can flash his pound notes around.
"\Who?"

"Hm Lord Muck."

"M Bradl ey?"

""M Bradley'! When | think of the titled heads |I've seen in that
di ning-room-! He's not even a gentlenman!"”

"How do you know he isn't?"

sai d Gwn.

"There's ways of catching them" said Nancy.

"And when he was flashing his pound notes, | thought, right,

t hought, if there was justice in Heaven there'd be others with cheque
books. "Il lay knife and fork, and we'll see how you nanages a pear
ny | addo."

"A pear, Mnf"

"It takes a gentleman to eat a pear proper,"” said Nancy.
"He had it on the floor in no tine - oh, | nmade himl ook a fool!"
Nancy coughed at her cigarette.

"What happened t hen?"

"That Alison covered for him She picked hers up and ate it in her
hand, but she knew. She knew. She's a twicer, that one."

Nancy pulled on her cigarette, and her eyes narrowed.
Gwn sai d not hi ng.

When his nother did this she was living in her nenories: it was her
x-ray | ook.

"Yes," she said.

"I'f we all had our rights there'd be others with cheque books. M
Bertram coul d eat a pear lovely."

Gwn held his breath and tried not to nove, but his nother continued
to focus on a point six feet through the stove and the wall behind it.

"Yes, Man®"
"What, boy?"
"Ch -sorry, Mam"

"You done that job yet?"



sai d Nancy.

"What j ob?"

"That trap door."

"Yes, Mam after breakfast, soon as Alison got up."
"Show ne, " said Nancy.

They went upstairs to Alison's room knocked, and went
in.

"I done it properly, see, Mam" said Gwn.

"Brass screws. That all right now?"

"Yes, you done that."

Nancy sat on the bed and put her head on the rail.

"Brass screws for coffins" she said.

"Yes, Mam"

"You don't know, boy. Them plates was for ny bottom drawer. Not

that | needed no bottom drawer, but he says, "You have them for your
bottom drawer; he says, 'and let themthink what they like.' My Bertram
didn't care that nmuch.' Nancy tried to snap her fingers." W'd be
married, he said: he didn't care.

"Hang the lot of them' he says.

"If they don't like it they know what they can do.

' But he didn't know what they could do, boy.

"What, ManP"

"If there was justice in Heaven;' said Nancy," | should be
sitting at that table today saying potatoes was cold, not them

But he didn't know what they coul d do.
"What, ManP"

"That jealous idiot outside;' said Nancy."
That mad f ool .

Oh, it was accident, of course.

They sai d.

She went to the wi ndow and threw her cigarette out of the fanlight.

But there isn't the pound notes in London to pay me for losing nmy M
Bertramjust when | had himlanded, high and dry.

CHAPTER S| XTEEN.



ROGELIKWAS SETTI NG up his tripod again on the bank

Alison sat in the shade of the Stone of G onw anpong the neadowsweet .
Cive stood in the river

"You're wong" said Alison

"Gwn wouldn't do it. I know he has a tenper, but he woul dn't
deliberately spoil that painting out of spite.”

"Whul dn't he?You' ve not seen himwhen he's vicious;' said Roger
"He'd do anything. | could tell you--"
"Don't bother," said Alison

"Are you really going to spend all day clicking that thing? | want
to go up the nountain."”

"You're not interested in ny prints, so why worry?"

"It's stifling here: and these flowers are going to nake nme sneeze if
| stay. There'll be sone wind at the top."

"As long as you don't melt on the way up."

"Cut out the bickering, you two;' said dive." No wonder |'m not

cat ching any fish.

"I want to go up the mountain, Cive," said Alison, "and Roger just
wants to waste his film"

"You know what they say - one man's whatsit.' " | want to go up the
peat road," said Alison." You can't see nuch of it from here, but
it's the snaky line on the side of the nountain.

They used to cut peat on the top and bring it down with sl edges.

"Did they, now?"
said dive.

"Yes. They used horses. It took four days every year."

"How do you know?"
sai d Roger.

"This isn't ny first visit, even if it's yours," said Alison
"I"ve been conming here all ny life."

"Then you can find your own way up the fascinating peat road, can't
you?"

"For crying out |oud!"
said dive.

"Look, All, if you want to go, go: but stay on this road thing of
yours, won't you? Mountains can be tricky."



"WIl you conme, dive?"

"Not after Nancy's spuds, thanks. And | know the fish don't seemto
be around, but | doubt if they've taken to the hills yet."

Alison went along the river bank to a track that | ed up the nmountain
fromthe ford.

The track followed the Iine of a stream between hedgerows to a stone
barn and a sheep dip, then it rose above the stream and Alison was on
t he nount ai n.

The fields lay bel ow her, and she was anong
bracken fronds, and boul ders of white quartz, and flowering thorn

The track was the peat road, now a sunken hne on the mountain, and
she chnbed the bend that she had seen fromthe river

Al ready Roger and Cive were no nore than spots of col our, and soon
she was round the shoul der and the house was hi dden

Alison rested on a slate outcrop

The peat road went up a fold in the nountain made by the stream but
led away fromthe water.

She was very hot.

Now t hat the house was out of sight there was nothing to tell her
where she was, and her fear brushed agai nst her

Col d ki ppers.

It works!

Col d, cold, cold kippers

Still: nothing changes here.

Rocks and bracken

It could be a thousand years ago.

Col d ki ppers.

Al i son thought of turning back

Don't be silly.

It's only this bit.

H gher up I'll be able to see the whole valley.
And the sheep are all right, with patches of dye on their fleece.
That's nodern.

Is it?



Is it?

Alison | ooked at the chits above her, each with its trail of
frost-broken slate down the hill side.

Sonet hi ng noved: dark: not a sheep

Alison screamed, but there was a clatter of stones across her path
and the way was bl ocked by a figure standi ng agai nst the sun

"It's OK, girl."
"Ch, Gwn!"
He was panti ng.

"What's up? Expecting bows and arrows and two coats of quick
non-dryi ng woad, were you?"

"Yes!
Al nost !
" Alison laughed." | am stupid!

"You can say that again. By, but you're a fast chnber."

"How di d you know I was here?"

"I was listening to your idyll back there. Al | had to do was get

to the ford and race you along the stream then hide here before you.
That's all."

Gwn dragged up a length of nbss and squeezed it on his brow

"I do it every norning before breakfast, and tw ce on Sundays."
"Gwn, we nmustn't."

"Mustn't what?"

"Talk like this."

"Li ke what ?"

"W nmustn't talk at all."

Gwn stuffed the noss between his teeth, and crossed his eyes.

"Gwn, please don't fool about. Oh, you know we mustn't see each
ot her."

"Way not? You in quarantine for smallpox, are you?"
"You know Mummy says | nustn't talk to you."
Gwn gazed at the crags, and slowy followed themto the next

hillside, and down to the valley, to the nmountain on the other side of
the vall ey, and straight up to the sky.



"l can't see her," he said.

"Gwn," said Alison, "I'm going hone."

,, 4, " Right, said Gwn, 111 cone with you.
"No!

"Why not ?"

"Don't! Please! Wat do you want ?"

"I want you to be yourself, for a change," said Gwn.

"That's What | want. Let's clinb this metanorphic Wl sh nmountain."
"Mummy' || be so angry if she finds out, and | hate upsetting her."

"That's the all-year-round cultural pursuit in your famly," said

Gwn.

"Not Upsetting Mummy."

"Don't talk like that."

"You're not having rmuch luck with it, though, are you? Mumy was
upset yesterday, and Mummy was upset the day before, and | bet you
anything Mutmmy wil | be upset today. | wonder what pl easures tonorrow
will bring.- And your stepfather's in trouble with ny Mam isn't he?
He'll find it tough going there. She's the blue on armour plating."

"Why are you so horrid about people?"
said Alison.

"My Mam you nean? She hates ny guts.”

"She doesn't!"

"Alot you know," said Gayn.

"What are you wanting to do when you | eave school, Alison?"
"Mummy wants ne to go abroad for a year."

"But what do you want to do?"

"I"ve not thought. | expect I'll go abroad.™

"Then what? Sit at hone and arrange flowers for Mimy?"
"Probably."

"And Roger ?"

"He'll join dive in his business, | expect."

"Real fireballs, aren't you?"



sai d Gwn.

"Straining |like greyhounds at the slips.”
"What's wrong with that?"

"Not hi ng. Nothing. | don't blame you, girl."
"What are you going to do, then, that's so marvell ous?"
Gwn was silent.

" Quyn?"

"\What ?"

"I'"'mnot |aughing at you."

"At Aber" said Gwn, "they want ne to go on."
"On what ?"

"Wth school ."

"I can see you in about thirty years" said Alison.

"You'll be Professor of Wlsh!"
"Not me. |'ve got to get out of this place. There's nothing here
but sheep."

"I thought it nmeant a lot to you," said Alison.
"It does. But you can't eat a feeling."
"What will you do?"

"At the monent the likely chance is I'lIl be behind a shop counter in
a couple of nonths."

"Ch no!"

"Ch yes!"

"\Why 2"

"My Mamthinks it's a good idea."

"But she nust have worked to see you through school" said Alison.
"Why throw it away?"

"Mam s anmbitious" said Gayn.

"But her horizon's about three inches high. As long as | |eave the
house in a suit every norning, that's Mare happy. The other lads in
our street wear overalls." " Ch, the stupid woman!

"Now who's being horrid?"



sai d Gwn.

They chnbed for a while w thout talking.

"I didn't know this could happen,"” said Alison.
"Everything with nme has been easy--"

"Well, don't start feeling
guilty about it" said Gwn.

"It's not your fault."

"What will you do if she nmakes you | eave?"
"I've got plans" said Gwn.

They were on top of the mountain.

Before them stretched a pl ateau slashed with col our, reds and bl acks
and bl ues and browns and greens rolling into the heat.

Gwn and Alison made for a cairn on a hillock, which was the only
point in all the |andscape.

It was farther away than it | ooked.

"If it was a clear day," said Alison, "how far could we see?"

"I don't know that one," said Gwn.

"But this cairn is the county boundary."

"The vall ey's di sappeared,” said Alison.

"It's the plateau. That's what does it. It's the same height either
side, so you can't tell what's a valley and what's a dip

in the grass until you're there.

They sat with their backs against the cairn.

In front of themat the foot of the hillock was a dark | evel of water
in a peat bed.

"When you were by the tank before lunch," said Alison, "could you see
me in the water?"

"Fromwhere | sat it was as if we were right next to each other, like
we are now, and you were watching ne."

"I didn't think you were anywhere near until | saw you in the
wi ndow. "

"You put your hand in the water and touched ny hair, and then the
ripples broke it up."

"Fancy that," said Gwn.



"--Yes: fancy that! Alison?

How far would you say it is fromthe tank to the wi ndow?

About ten yards.
Why ?

"Father than this peat hollowis fromthe cairn, anyway," said Gwn,
"and not much higher. Stand up."

Al'i son stood.

"Can you see yourself?."

"No. "

"Can you see nme?"

"No. "

"Tell me when you can."

Gwn wal ked down to the water.

He was on the edge of the pool, and bending forward, when Alison
cal l ed out.

"How is it conpared with your reflection this norning?"

sai d Gwn.

"About the sanme size."

"Sane size?"

"Yes: | told you it |looked as if we were next to each other."
"Done any Physics, have you?"

"Abit."

"Then you'll know, won't you? -"The inmage of an object in a mrror
appears to be as far behind the mrror as the object is in front.""

"Vl ?"

"So if you could see yourself in the fish tank you'd |ook as if you
were twenty yards away - twice as far as you really were."

"Vl ?"

"So you wouldn't |look as big as me. So the angles were all wong
anyhow for you to see your reflection. So it wasn't your reflection
It couldn't have been, unless you were standing on the edge of the
tank. "

"The water was glittery," said Alison, "but | could tell it was nme my col our
of hair, and face, and - well, it just was."



"You saw a blonde reflected in the water," said Gwn.

"Her hair came down either side of her face and she was fair-skinned.
That's all you can be sure of.

"You're confusing ne" said Alison.

"I was trying to tell you about feeling happy, and you go and reke it
all ordinary with your angles and mrrors."

"Ordinary? Grl, you can't be that stupid! Wke upi You saw the
worman in the picture! You saw Bl odeuwedd!"

"No, no, no, no, no, no, no, no--" Alison turned her face to the

rocks of the cairn.

"Don't talk like that. It nust have been nme reflected in the glass in the
wi ndow. Help nme, Gwn."

"I want to help you, but you don't help ne" said Gwn.

"This thing won't go away if you shut your eyes, Alison. Come al ong
and I'Il show you."

Gwn set off across the pl ateau.

Alison held on to the cairn as if to a |lifebuoy, but as Gwn drew
father away and nerged into the sun haze she plunged after himthrough
t he bog.

"CGood girl."

"I"'mnot a poodle," said Alison.

"That's better," said Gwn.

They | aughed.

"Did you scrape the painting off?."
said Alison.

"Did you scrape the pattern?"

sai d Gwn.

The water was behind them and parched grass lay |ike bloomon the
nount ai n.

"It's so big," said Alison.

"Al'l the things that seeminportant don't matter up here. It's so
big."

"Remenber that, then" said Gwn.
"Mount ai ns and col d ki ppers?"

Gwn and Alison | aughed agai n.



"Your stepbrother's a right charner," said Gwn.

"It's only Roger's way," said Alison, "and he feels dreadful about it
afterwards. He's had a pretty rough time. H s nother wal ked out, you
know, and Mumrmy says it was in

all the papers.

Mumy call's her "The Birm ngham Belle'.
"Ni ce | ady, your Manmt' said Gmyn.
"How does Roger take that?"

"She never says it in front of Roger - not on purpose. He was very
fond of his nother."

"Yes, he is touchy;' said Gwn." By, | wish mne would flit.

"Why are you so brittle?"
said Alison.

" NB?"
sai d Gwn.

"The three of us are | ane ducks, by the sound of it. My | egs snap
easy, that's all."

He started to waddle with a |inp.

"Gwn! You're inpossiblel™

"Quack, " said Gwn.

"Where are we going? | nustn't be late."

"Your sense of direction's not nuch good, girl. W're making for the
val l ey, but farther along fromthe peat road. You can see the valley
opening up now, can't you? Head for that rock straight in front."
"Why? What is it?"

"The Ravenstone. You'll see."

The pl ateau di pped to the outcrop, and then

"Cosh!"

said Alison.

The Ravenstone was a mass of vertical slates sticking four or five
feet out of the edge of the valley, a platformas Gwn and Alison
approached it, but at its base the green nmountain fell sheer to the
river fifteen hundred feet bel ow

"How super!"

"Never been before?"

"Never!"

"Not bad, is it?"



"How does the grass manage to grow?"

said Alison.

"It's the sheep are the problem" said Gwn.

"Mostyn Lewi s-Jones breeds themw th short left |egs, and Gareth Pugh
breeds short right I egs. There's the boundary fence between the two
farms, see, right down the nmountain. Mdstyn's sheep eat fromright to
left, and Gareth's fromleft to right across the slope. \Wen they
reach the fence they have to wal k backwards and then start again."
"Isn't it cruel to the sheep?"

said Alison.

"W]y?"

"When they're on | evel ground.™

"No. They have special stilts for the short legs,"” said Gwn:

"called wether-go-ninbles. It's an old Wl sh craft. They used to
carve themin the long wi nter evenings, but now they're nmostly nade of
fire-glass."

"Cosh" said Alison.

"There's a lot nore to farm ng than people think," said Gwn.

"Yes," said Alison.

"Gwn! What's the matter?"

Gwn had sunk to his knees.

He fell forward with his head and arms hangi ng down the Ravenstone
and his feet drunmed the tuff.

"Are you ill?"

Gwn was red in the face and shaking all over.
"It's an old Wl sh custom "

he gasped.

"Called - called Soaking the Saxon!"

"What! Ch!"

Al'ison hit his shoul ders.

"Ch! And | believed you!

You - you - oh, Gwn!

They both hung over the Kavenstone and scattered the sheep al ong the
mountain with their |aughter.



"Don't you dare tell anyone? said Alison." |I'd never forgive you.
Ch!
Stilts -1" And she col | apsed agai n.

Gwn rolled over and sat on the edge of the stone

"Don't worry, gift. I don't go bl abbing. By, but that was a good
one!"

Alison sat up
"I'f it had been anybody el se |I'd have wanted to die" she said.

"If it had happened at a party - | really did believe youl You won't
tell?"

"No. It'd spoil it."

"CGosh, it's the funniest thing in years."

"You're a strange girl," said Gwn.

"One mnute you're petrified, the next you haven't a care in the
worl d. | suppose it's the same as toothache: when it stops it doesn't
bot her you until the next tinme."

"It'"s only - that: the ows," said Alison

"They frighten nme."

"Come here, you strange girl" said Gwn, "and listen. We've had a
good | augh, and we're on top of the mountains, and it's a sunny day,
and there's nothing to be frightened of. But you nust |isten, because
we' ve got to go back soon."

"I can see why these vall eys nmake good reservoirs" said Alison

"Al'l you have to do is put a dam across the bottomend."

"Not the nost tactful remark," said Gwn

"But you're dead right."

"It's quite a thought, though,"” said Alison

"That thin bit of silver down there would fill the whole valley in
time, and we'd be sitting here on the edge of a |lake. dive was w ong!

This would be just the spot for fishing - better than his old pools,
anyway. "

"Have you noticed how you can hear the river, even though it's so far
of f?2. said Gwn."

And t he notorbi ke going up the pass?

Sound ri ses.



Listen to that river.
It's what | asts.

Wher ever you go you can think of that noise, and you know what you
hear in your head is in the valley at the same nonent.

It never stops.

It never has stopped since it began.

It was the last sound Lleu Ll aw Gyffes heard before he was kill ed.
G onw heard it, in his turn.

We hear it now.

" Gayn--"
" Shh.

Don't be frightened.
Li st en.

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
"Suppose, " SAI D GAYN.

"Just suppose, a long time back, hundreds and hundreds of years,
someone, sonehow, did sonmething in this valley. Suppose he found a way
to control some power, or force, and used it to make a wonman out of
flowers. And suppose it went wong - got out of hand - | don't know
It got out of hand because it wasn't neutral any nore. There was a
brain behind it. Do you follow? Neutral like a battery, | nean. You
can use it to explode a bonb or to fry an egg: it depends on you."

"What is the power?"
said Alison.

"I can't explain," said Gwn.

"I once saw a nettle growing in an old garage in Aber. A pale little
thing it was. It had split the concrete floor."

"l wonder how he felt when he saw what he'd done," said Alison.

"I't'd be enough to send himoff his head. But
why wasn't it finished with | ong ago?

"I don't think it can be finished," said Gwn.

"I think this valley really is a kind of reservoir. The house, |00k,
smack in the nmddle, with the nountains all round, shutting it in,
guardi ng the house. | think the power is always there and al ways wil |l
be. It builds up and builds up until it has to be let |oose - I|ike
filling and enptying a dam And it works though people. | said to
Roger that | thought the plates were batteries and you were the wires."



"If the force was in the plates" said Alison, "I've let it out, and
everything' s right again. Ch, Gwn, is it?"

"No. This is what frightens me. It's not as quick as that. The
force was in the plates, and in the painting, but it's in us now
That's where the pattern's gone. And Huw s trying to deal with it."

“Huw? WMy hi me"

"He's a descendant of Gwydion, or of Lleu Llaw Gyffes: it comes to
the sane thing. You wouldn't credit it, but it nust be true.

And all his talk is sonething he can't quite remenber, or can't quite
forget.

He doesn't understand it, mnd: it's nbre of an instinct with him
it's that deep.

For instance, he says the painting was done by his uncle - well, you
saw how old it was, didn't you?

But | bet he's not wong.
It's a question of which uncle!

"But Huw s a | abourer," said Alison.

"And what el se could he be here?"

sai d Gwn.

"He's not a | abourer to the people in this valley. I'Il tell you that
much. It's a queer word they use for him old, too: can't give you

Chapt er Sevent een.

t he Enghsh, but it's sonething between 'sir' and
"master' and 'father' - respectful and friendly, very clannish.

Anyway, Huw s - responsi bl e.

"Gwn, are you sure about all this?"

"OfF course |'mnot sure. If |I was back in Aber I'd | augh the whol e
"thing offand say we were barmy. But |I'mhere in the valley, and it's
an answer that fits. Gve ne a better one and I'll junp at it."
"You're right" said Alison.

"I know you are. |I've felt it, but couldn't put it into words |ike
you can. Look at this sick valley, Gwn. Tunbl edown buil di ngs: rough
land. | saw two dead sheep on the way up the track. Even poor old
Cive can't catch a tiddler. Maybe once the power's |loose things'il be
better, until the next time--"

"Don't talk like that, gift," said Gwn.

"W ought to be going back"” said Alison.

"Thanks for telling me, Gwn."

"You mustn't give intoit. It could burn you out."



"I"'mnot giving in."
"You | ook m serable."

"No. |'ve been so happy this afternoon: | can understand how she
feel s al ways al one. No wonder she's cruel. What will happen next?"

"I"ve no idea" said Gwyn.
"W nust watch out, though."

"It's going to be hard to see each other," said Alison.
"My nother's dug her toes in, and she won't budge."
"This is nore inportant than your Mam' said Gwn.

"If there is anything you're to cone at once. And we'll neet
each day by the seat in the kitchen garden.

You can't be snooped on there, the hedge is too thick.
What tinme?

"About four," said Aison.

"She's usually resting in the afternoons.™

"No nore head-in-the-sand, either," said Gwn.

"I"ll explain to Roger," said Alison.
"We're all init, aren't we?"
Gwn stood up.

"I suppose we are. | can't trust nyself to | eave his nose unbent,
t hough, so you'd better tell him Red, black and green, is it? |
wonder who's the earth.”

"Sorry," said Alison.

"I"'mnot with you."

"Try changi ng the plug on your record player sone time, if you have
one: you'll see."

"It's a portable,"” said Alison.

"A portabl e?"
sai d Gwn.

"I's it here? WII it play?"
"Yes. Way?"

"I"'d like to borrowit for a few hours,” said Gwn, "if Mimy wll
| et you. Come on, girl. Home again, hone again, jiggety-jig."



They wal ked back to the peat road.

"You mght find out some nore about your father's cousin," said Gwn.
"Bertranf"

"Yes. What happened to hi mPWhat ki nd of a person was he?"

"Il try," said Alison.

"Isit to do with this? There's a sort of fake nystery about him
I've noticed whenever he's nentioned Mummy goes all tragic. She
doesn't actually say

anything - it's the way she nods her head.

I think she enjoys it.

"Well, see what you can dig up, will you?"

sai d Gwn.
They stopped at the scree where Gwn had been hidi ng.
"You take the high road, and 1'll take the |low road," said Gwn.

"And 1'll be insolvent afore ye-- Cone on, Alison, cheer up. Please
don't | ook so miserable."

"“I'"'m happy," said Alison.

"Gwn. | want you to do somnething."
Gwn bowed.

"Wait by the hen house now' said Alison.
"Il have to be quick.

But wait.

"That's easy" said Gwn.

"Well. I'd better go."

"Yes."

"Tonorrow, then. Four o'clock."
"Yes. And the hen house."

"And the hen house."

" Quyn. "

"\What ?"

"Don't let her: the school."

Gwn cane back up the hillside.

"She'll not weck ny chances" he said.



"Shall | tell you? If I go behind that counter, there's night
school. And that's not all. 1've been planning. If | go behind that
counter, there's nobody'il keep me there. |'ve been saving up, and
|'ve bought a set of records, and if | go behind that counter I'll buy
a record player. N ght school's not everything. | can tell you,
Alison. | couldn't anyone else. But | can tell you

These records.

They teach you to speak properly.

That's what matters.

That, and ni ght school

n m] "

"What's wrong?"

"There's nothing wong with the way you speak, except when you're
putting it on to annoy people.”

"But |'ma Tail, aren't |?"

"It doesn't matter," said Alison

"I likeit. It's you, and not ten thousand other people. It doesn't
matter, Gwn!"

"It doesn't matter - as long as you haven't got it!"
said Gwn, and he rattled down the scree to the water

Ali son wat ched hi mout of sight, then she wal ked al ong the peat road,
of f the mountain, past the barn and the sheep dip, over the ford, and
clinmbed through the garden to the house.

I nsi de the house was dark and cool, and Alison heard the tea trolley
in the parlour.

She hurried upstairs, and a few seconds | ater came down agai n and
went out through the cl oakroom

She found Gwn sitting on the tree stunp by the hen hut.
"Here," said Alison

"I want to give you a present."

She pushed a box into Gwn's hand.

"What for?"

"For today."

"I haven't anything for you, girl."

"Never mind," said Alison, and she ran back through the wood.

Gwn opened the box.



"Greetings fromthe Land of Song" , he read.

He turned the box over

"A Keltikraft Souvenir" And then the small lettering at the bottom
"Made in Engl and”

CHAPTER EI GHTEEN.

"NOT A SAUSAGE" said Roger, "except thirty-six flanes of trees on a
hill It nust have been a fluke with the other batch."

"I dare say," said dive.

"But will you buy ne sone nore filmwhen you' re shoppi ng?"
sai d Roger.

"I"ve had enough fir trees, but there's plenty to do here - sone nice
conposi tion."

"Right you are. QOops!"

dive swng at the ball and m ssed.

"Game set and match" said Roger

"Phoo! It's those wide uns that catch me," said dive.
"I"'ma bit long in the tooth for Ping-Pong."

"Your spinners are the dirtiest |I've seen," said Roger
"The ball doesn't even bounce. How do you nanage it?"
"Aha," said dive.

"Trade secret. Were's All? | thought
she was comi ng for a knock-up

"Margaret took her for a walk instead.”
"Ch. | see.”
"Dad, when are we goi nhg hone?"

"Nearly three weeks, isn't it?"
said dive.

"Any chance of goi ng sooner?"

"Why? Aren't you enjoying it here?"

"No. "

"What's up? W couldn't ask for better weather."

"It's not that."



"Don't you hit it off with Margaret and All? | know it's often
sticky at first - these things - you know? They usually shake down al
right in the end.”

"That'd be the sanme whether we're here or not," said Roger

"It's this place that's giving ne the pip. |I've got to get out."

"Whoa back" said Cive.

"You' re kicking over the traces, that's all. Everyone goes through
it. It'1l pass.”

"Dad, please let's go hone."
"No can do," said dive.

"We're geared to stay the three weeks, and it'd be no end of a
pal aver if we changed."

"Alot of work for Margaret," said Roger
"That's it," said Cive.
"Hell o, here's ny favourite princess.

Had a nice outing?

Alison came into the table-tennis room hol ding a box canera by the
strap.

"Yes thanks."

"Good. W've just finished a gane. If you want one |I'm
afraid Roger will have to hold the fort alone: |I'mdone for

He's had me chasing round till I'mblue in the face
"Il score, if you like.

"I hadn't cone for a gane," said Alison

"Roger, could you develop this filmfor nme, please?"
"What, now?"

"Pl ease. Before tea. Munmy and |'ve been taki ng snaps, and Munmy
asked if you would, so can you see how they've turned out?"

"It's not as sinple as that," said Roger
"It takes tine. Wn't it wait?"
"Do what you can, there's a good lad," said dive.

"OK" said Roger.

"But | know what it'll be - poor definition, bad grouping, too far
away fromthe subject, sun on the lens, canera shake - the lot."



They wal ked t oget her al ong the path behind the stables.
Roger stopped at the end door

He put his ear to it.

"Dad. "

Cive and Alison cane back

"Li sten. What can you hear?"

" Somebody novi ng about inside?"
said dive.

"Rustling."

"Any footsteps?"
sai d Roger.

"Un no."

"The door's padl ocked, and there's no other way in" said Roger,

| heard exactly the sane thing | ast week."

"Did you, by Jove!"
said dive.

"Let's find out what it is, then."
"None of the keys fit: I've tried."

"We' || see about that;' said Clive." Ad Hoojimmafiip's at
front, raking the drive.

"Il give hima shout.
" He went round the corner of the building." Ahoy!
Here a minute, will you?

"What are you | ooking so green for?"
sai d Roger.

"I can smell petrol," said Alison
"It makes ne sick."

"Now then," said Cive.

He cane back with Huw Hal f bacon
"This door. Let's have it open."
"No, sir," said Huw

"I't's | ocked. Where's the key?"

"It is not opening" said Huw.

t he

and



"That is a beauty padl ock see.™

"Yes" said dive.

"We: want: the: key."

"No, sir."

"The key, Hal fbacon. Were's the key?"
"Cone, sir."
"You nean | ost?"

"In the river," said Huw
"ddtine. She | ocked the door and threw the key."

"What the bl azes for?"
said dive.

"Yes, sir. Now excuse me: | nust go working to Ms Bradley."

Huw shanbl ed away.

"No one," said dive, "no one can be that dense! It's a conspiracy!"
"They're mad, every one of them" said Roger

"The way they snmile and nod their heads, and they could be saying
anyt hi ng.

You never know where you are with them
Pl ease, Dad, let's pack up and go hone.
"Steady on," said dive.

"I think we're being a bit imaginative

They can't all be as cuckoo as that.

"Can't they?"

sai d Roger.

"Il tell you something. | noticed it by chance. This wasn't being
done for anyone's benefit. You know I've been swi mii ng every afternoon
wel |, four days ago | was wal king up fromthe river along the farmroad

by the kitchen garden, and | happened to notice that Gwn character
sitting on the seat - you know, the one that's let into the very thick
part of the hedge nearest the house. He was just sitting."

"What's wrong with that?"
said dive.
"The next day," said Roger, "he was there again. And since then |I've

been wat ching, and every afternoon at four o'clock he cones and sits on
the seat for half an hour. He doesn't do anything.



He sits, and he glowers, and then he goes.
Every dayi The sane tine!
And you can see he's not enjoying hinself.

he's not doing it for the view

Now i f he's supposed to be the bright one, what does that make the
ot hers?

"Have you thought about the nmadnan who junps in the river at the sane
time every day, and then goes spying?"

said Alison.

"Gve us that film" said Roger

"Let's see what mmsterpieces of the art we have here.”

He went off, swi nging the canera.

Cive sat on the edge of the fish tank and nmopped his
neck.

"You woul dn't believe it possible not to get a bite out of that
river," he said.

"Weather like this, not a breath of wind | dunno. |'ll be reduced to
trawling for the beggars in this tank soon."

Alison sat by him
She kept |ooking at the water and then up to her bedroom
"COdd about that door," said Chve.

"I"d have sworn there was sonebody inside. Wiat's the place used
for?"

"I don't know," said Alison

"I'"ve never been in."

"I't's al ways | ocked?"

"I can't renmenber. There are so many enpty roons."

"Odd. | don't like to feel |I'm being banboozl ed by donestics, and
t hat Hal foacon fell ow was definitely, but definitely, playing me up."

"His English isn't very good" said Alison
"It's not that bad," said Chve.

"Ah well. Who did he say | ost the key?"
"She," said Alison

" She who?"



" She nobody. "

"Nancy?"
sai d Chve.

"I wonder. Could be. I'lIl ask her."
Alison dipped her hand in the water.

"Enj oyi ng your hohday?"
said Chve.

"Yes, thank you, Chve."

"Three nore weeks, isn't it?"

"Yes."

"Al nost."

"Ch: yes," said Alison

"Er - how s your nother liking it?"

"Fine. Mummy adores the country - wal ks, and picking things up

W brought sone feathers back today: |ovely pale creamy ones wth
brown wavy bars round the edges.

"You don't want to go hone early, then?"
said dive.

n W]y?"

"I was thinking you mght be a wee bit out of sorts with it lately.
I was thinking you m ght not be very happy here."

"Clive, you're the kindest man |'ve ever nmet," said Alison.
"Easy does it, Mata Hari!"
They | aughed.

Gwn cane up the path fromthe kitchen garden on to the drive.

He hesitated when he saw Clive and Alison by the tank and | ooked over
hi s shoul der.

Then he wal ked away towards the yard.
Cive turned his wist.

"Twenty past four," he said.
"Well | never."
Alison played with the water

"I think "Il drift along and have a word with ol d Nance before tea,"
said dive.



"I"ll stay here;' said Alison

"M ght be as well.You never know what you'll find with that |ady, do
you?"

When Cive had gone Alison watched her reflection in the water

At first she was trying to deci de whet her what she saw now was what
she had seen from her bedroom but as she held her own gaze for mnute
after minute it becane

harder for her to | ook away.

She dared not | ook away, because she knew that she herself was being
wat ched.

What is it?
Sonet hi ng' s happened.
Sonet hi ng' s st opped.
Sonet hi ng' s st opped.
What ?

The rake!

Al'i son sw velled round.

Huw Hal f oacon was | eaning on his rake, his head forward, fixed on
her .

Alison tried to stare himout, but in the end she had to act as if
she had been thinking of something el se.

She turned - and | ooked straight into another pair of eyes: the sane
i ntense bl ue.

It was Gwn.
He was in the dining-roomw ndow.

There was no quiet in his eyes, nothing that Alison had seen when he
had sat where she was now.

Huw was still there.
Alison felt gripped between their |ooking as if between pincers.
Stop peering at ne.

If she noved she had either to pass Huw and go in by the front door
or to wal k towards the dining-roomw ndow to reach the cl oakroom

She tossed her hair.

A motorcycle engine broke into life, and its sound noved away up the
r oad.



She wrinkl ed her nose agai nst the funes.

Huw and Gwn were still watching her, but the disturbance had
| oosened their grip.

She coul d ignore them
"Alli Alli Wiy didn't you tell ne? Wiere did you take this?"

Roger cane chargi ng out of the cloakroom and a big sheet of wet
paper was plastering itself over his arnms and chest.

" Qui ck!

Her e!

What is it?

" Ch, that," said Alison."

| saw there was one nunber left, so | snapped your Bryn thing fromthe
road as we cane

past .

You' ve been nuttering about it for solong, | didit for a lark

I only pointed the canmera: didn't bother with the view inder

It was just to use the filmup.

"What's this? There. Between those two fir trees on the left."

"Why are you nmaking such a fuss?"
said Alison.

"It's only Gwn."

CHAPTER NI NETEEN
HE D A FAIR old job, throwi ng that spear.

Gwn had found the Stone of G onw, but fi:omwhere he stood anong the
trees on the Bryn it was no different fromall the other rocks.

The Bryn commanded the valley, and he could watch Alison's nmovenents
and be ready for any chance, but there was no chance.

Then it was tine to go to the kitchen garden
She did not cone.
Tea.

When he saw her |aughing with her stepfather by the water Gwn's hand
squeezed the box in his pocket.

She had | aughed |ike that on the Ravenstone.

He | ooked over his shoulder at its point on the skyline.



He wanted to crush the box, to hear the shells crack, and he inagined
hi nsel f crossing the lawn: he would flip the box into the water between
them discarded, htter.

Gwn wal ked towards the yard.

"\Where you been all afternoon?"
sai d Nancy.

"Qut," said Gwn.

"Fine time |'ve had, not a hand's turn to help ne," said Nancy.
"Ch, drop dead, you miserable cow "

"I's that what they teach you at the G ammar?"
sai d Nancy.

"I wish it was," said Gwn.

" "A Level Profanity - by, that'd be worth taking."
"Well, right now you can take this tea trolley."
Gwn pushed the trolley through the dining-room

From the dark of the room Ali son and her stepfather, sitting together
outside, were as brightly ht as if they were on stage.

Gwn wat ched, and when Chve left Alison he noved to the w ndow.
Look at me, girl.

Look this way.

Look.

Look.

Look.

Alison was studying her reflection.

As the minutes went by she became nore and nore absor bed.

Gwn lifted his hand to rap on the wi ndow, but changed his m nd.
No.

Your creeping Mam s somewhere.

W'll do it this way.

"1l show you who's boss.

You'l'l | ook.

You will | ook.



Alison started to fidget.

She was no longer interested in the water.

That's it, girl.

When Gwn returned to the kitchen his nother was not there, but he
heard her wal ki ng about in the flat above, backwards and forwards,
agai n and agai n, then a bunp.

Chapt er Ni net een.

i
?

X, More wal ki ng.
She was in Gwn's room
Gwn went upstairs.

The old | eather suitcase was on Nancy's bed, and she was flinging
cl ot hes out of drawers and cupboards.

"Come here," said Nancy.
"I got a bone to pick with you, ny lad."

"What are you doi ng?"

sai d Gwn.

"Clearing out," said Nancy.
“I told him"
"We're goi ng?"

"Forty-eight hours. Fromtomorrow. And | don't want no references
nor noinlieus. I"'moff. | told him"

"Only two nore days?"

sai d Gwn.

"Only two days? Mam not yet.

Pl ease, Mam

"How did he find out?Wat you been sayi ng behind ny back?"

"Not hi ng, Mam "

"Nobody seen what | done with that key. Nobody. You, is it?
Soft-soaping me, and then running to themw th your tales?

"No, Mam What key?"

"After all | done for you. Running to themw th your tales.



Thi nk you' re one of them now, don't you?
Know it all, don't you?

Right, ny | ad.

Ri ght.

You know where you're starting next nonth.
That's you finished, boy!

" 1'"ll come back when you're nore civilized" said Gwn. He managed
to close the door of the flat behind himand to wal k down the stairs.
He was at the bottom of the stairs. He sat on the bottomstep, his
head in his hands, and

there was not hing el se he could do.

Through the distance inside himhe heard footsteps far away, and

voi ces, and rustling, and through his wet fingers he saw two pairs of
shoes stop in front of him then nove round him and he felt the wood
creak, and he was al one again and no one had said his nane.

"How absol utely enbarrassi ng" Roger shut the door

"It's disgusting."”

He laid the print on his bed.

"Haven't you ever cried?"
said Alison.

Roger stretched a nylon washing |line across a corner of the room and
hung the print fromit.

"Haven't you?"
said Alison.

"Don't be an idiot," said Roger

"You' ve not answered ny question."

"Years ago, maybe: not recently: and certainly not in public.”
"What about when your nother |eft?"

"Shut it!"

"Don't be coarse."

"You' ve heard nothing yet," said Roger

"I only asked."

"And I'monly telling you. Shut it."

"I don't know why you're so thin-skinned about your parents," said
Al'i son.



"You' ve done pretty well out of it.

"Meani ng what ?"
sai d Roger.

"Or your father has," said Alison.

"Cive's sweet, but he's a bit of a rough dianond, isn't he? Mummy's
peopl e were very surprised when she married him"

"Yes, she was pretty dammed quick off the mark, for a w dow' said
Roger .

"Does she always home on to the nearest bank book?"

"Roger!"

Roger noved the print along the washing |line.

Alison sat on the bed, and twisted a thread in the counterpane.
"I ought to go and see what's the natter with Gwn."

"On your head be it" said Roger

"But 1'd leave well alone, if | were you. A couple nore days and
you'll have no problens."

"You're hateful."

"Now then, All," said Roger

"This place'll be a lot better without those two weirdies: adnmit. |
shoul dn't be surprised if the whole thing's a put-up job between them
and that Hal fbacon noron to scare us out so they can dig up the
treasure. O is this a smugglers' headquarters? The very nerve-centre
of the illicit Welsh whisky trade!"

"You're not even vaguely funny," said Alison

"You know t hat what Gwn told nme makes sense, and if it was anybody
el se you' d agree."

"What, that battery-and-w res hogwash?"
"You feel he's right" said Alison

"I know you do. You can't bear to think he's cleverer that you are,
that's your trouble.

You coul dn't have worked it out |ike Gwn has.

"You call that working it out? That nmoonshine? That clap-trap?
Oh, he's smart.

Too smart.

He'd got it all pat the day after you found those plates, hadn't he?



The very next day.

That's smart, all right!

"He knows instinctively. He bel ongs here."

"Instinctively? Do ne a favour! He wants to believe it. H mand
Baconbonce - they never stop yakking. You can talk yourself into
anything, if you try."

"Li ke now?"

"Li ke hell."

"You're stupid,” said Alison

"I may be stupid," said Roger

"But |1'mnot blubbing on the stairs."

"Per haps you never had cause to."

"Perhaps. All, let's stop this. OK he's intelligent: but he's not
one of us, and he never will be. He's a yob. An intelligent yob.

That's all there is toit."

"What will you do when you | eave school ?"
said Alison.

"Co in with Dad, of course."”
"What do you want to do?"
"I"ve told you--"

"You want to?"

"Yes. Well. VWhat el se?"

"You |ike photography," said Alison, "and you're good at it. Yes you
are. Wuldn't you like to be a photographer?"

"I mght not be good enough," said Roger
"You don't know till you try."

"You mean professionally? What would | use for nobney? It takes
years to becone estabhshed. Anyway, Dad has it all hned up for ne.

"I'"'mserious," said Alison
"I'f you wanted to be a photographer, what would Cive say?"
"He'd make the wal | paper curl."

"And what woul d you do? Wuld you stick out against hinP"

"Wyul d you agai nst Margaret?"



"l don't know' said Alison

"It's terrible. 1've never felt anything that strongly."
"I can always do it in ny spare tine," said Roger

"As a hobby.

What's started you off on this?

"Gwn," said Alison.

"He's upset ne."

"You're not the only one he's upset!"

"What do you think'il happen to hinP"
said Alison.

"What will he do with hinmself?."
"He'l | be a teacher, or sonething equally wet."

"His mother's threatening to make hi mleave school and work in a
shop. "

"Then he'll work in a shop," said Roger

"Can't you realize?"
said Alison.

"He has to find everything for hinmself."

"Do hima world of good."

"And the awful part is, he knows this, but he doesn't know where to
begin. It's ghastly. He's - he's - oh, Roger, he's saved up and
bought an el ocution course on granmophone records."

"You'd never guess, to listen to him" said Roger

"He can't use them He hasn't got a record player. That's what |
mean. Doesn't it make you feel ashaned?"

"Not really."

"You snell of petrol,"” said Alison
"I't was that rush job I did on your film" said Roger
"And it'll be meths, not petrol."

"It's petrol,"” said Alison
"I feel sick."
CHAPTER TVEENTY.

Ti m WVEATHER CHANGED over ni ght .



A wind canme, dragging clouds al ong the nountai ns.

Gwn packed.

Nancy went about in silence and did her work with a perfection that
made the house unbearabl e.

The val l ey was seal ed by cl oud.

"It's four o' clock, girl. Aren't you forgetting sonethi ng?"
Ali son dropped her sketch pad.

Gwn was in the parlour doorway.

"\What are you doi ng here?"

"I"'mstandi ng next to a chai se | ongue."

"You're not allowed in here" said Alison

"Sorry, Mss. WII | get the sack?"

"Munmy may cone! "

"What's that to nme?"

sai d Gwn.

"I"mgoing the day after tonorrow. Alison - tonorrow. one day.
Where' ve you

been, girl?

"Mummy saw us up the nountain. She was watching through binocul ars.

She was waiting for ne - and now | daren't. | just daren't. Gwn,
pl ease go."
"I"mgoing after tonmorrow, first thing. So I'mhere now. 1|'ve

nothing to |l ose."

"But | have!"
said Alison.

"You don't know "

"You'd better tell me, then," said Gwn.
"I"'mlistening."

"Go away--"

"Neat fireplace, isn't it?"

sai d Gwn.
"Those til es hand-painted, are they?"

Ali son knocked open the catch on the french wi ndow and ran fromthe
house on to the drive.

"The kitchen garden's over there;' said Gwn. He had caught up with
her in a few strides.



"Go away!"
said Alison.

"Anyone can see us!"

"Not likely," said Gwn.

"But the kitchen garden's nice and quiet. O shall we stay here?
Your wi sh is ny command."

The kitchen garden was at the end of a path bel ow the drive.

It was shut off fromthe rest of the grounds by a slate wall and a
hedge.

The gate pierced the hedge, which was high, and thick and deep

A seat made fromold ship's tinbers was set in the hedge for the view
out over the river to the nountains.

"That ravine up there is where the foxes go," said Gwn.

"The Bl ack Hi ding. They go up the waterfalls, see, and the cliff5 are
that steep nothing can cone at them and the

hounds | ose the scent, and they lie till it's safe.

Then they skip out at the top in the peat.

Cunni ng.

"What do you want ?"

said Alison.

"You asked nme that before;' said Gwn." The answer's not changed.
You have'

" No, Gayn.

You don't under st and.

| daren't see you

Mumy' s threatened what she'll do, and she neans it.

"And what's that?"
sai d Gwn.

"What can she do? Hang you in chains in the fam |y dungeon? Lock
you in a turret? Your nane Rapunzel or sonething, is it? Wat can she
do, girl? Shoot you?"

"You don't understand--"
"l don't understand. | understand what it's

been |ike since we went up the mountain: 1'Il give you that free, girl
Your Mare couldn't do anything worse than these |ast five days. Go on,



you tell e

"Mumy says - if | talk to you again - she'll make ml1'll have to -

I'll have to | eave the choir"
n \N]at ?II
sai d Gwn.

"She means it. I'll have to | eave the choir. And she won renew ny
subscription.”

"Subscription;' said Gwn." For the tennis club

" d ub”

You see, Gwn--"

" See!

" Gwn flung his head back agai the wood.
"See! See!"
"Don't nake that noise] Everyone'll hear!™

"You think I care?"
sai d Gwn.
"She said that, did she, your ManP"

"Yes.

"And you didn't tell her what she could do with the choir and the
tenni s?"

"What do you nean?"

"That's why you've not conme these last five days."

"I wouldn't play tricks on you, Gwn. | sinply daren't cone."
"It did happen," said Gwn.

"W were up there on the mountain.

It did all happen.

"Of course,” said Alison.

"It was lovely."

she says



"And you gave me a box," said Gwn.

He put his hand in his macki ntosh pocket.

"Thi s box. Wy?"

"I was happy. | wanted to give you a present” said Alison
"And the choir and the tennis,"” said Gwn.

"You put that against - this."

"I't's Mummy. | can't bear to see her hurt or upset."
"No," said Gwn.

"No. Al right, girl."

"Don't be angry," said Alison

"You frighten me when you're angry."

"I"'mnot angry," said Gwn.

"Never mind. Did you find out about your cousin?"
"Yes," said Alison

"He was very clever with his hands. Al those animals in the
billiard-roomare his work, and he made the cases for them"

"What el se?"

"That's all. Munmmy wouldn't tell me any nore.
"Not hi ng about how he was kill ed?"
Al'i son shook her head.

"Shall | tell you, then?"
sai d Gwn.

"You know?"
said Alison.

"How di d you nanage that ?"
"In for a penny in for a pound,” said Gwn.

"I thought nmy Mam WOULD have an idea about what's going on, so

whi pped some of your stepfather's fags for her as bait. She only

ni bbl ed, though: but she did nention this Bertram Then a couple of

ni ghts back | siphoned off half a glass of port fromthe decanter it's all she
needs - and she was in the right nmood to get a kick out of

pi nching it. And that was that. By!"

n \Mat ?u

"Well, she as good as said Huw did himin, but |I shouldn't worry.
No, cousin Bertramsnuffed it up the pass there: road accident."



"I's that all?"
said Alison.

"The way Mumy's always rolled her eyes | thought he must have killed
hinself, at least. | used to nake up stories about him he was crossed
in love: she'd Married Another. He | ooked that sort in his

phot ographs. Very dashing. "

"Bit too dashing" said Gayn.

"You were right about good with his hands. He had this vintage
not or bi ke, see. Done it up hinself.

Then one day he's coning over the pass - one-in-four just there - and
he failed to negotiate a bend, as they say.

He'd |l eft his brakes at hone.

The bike jamed itself on sone slate, but he went three hundred feet
- kerchoom kerchoom aaaaargh, splat!

Al'i son!
Alison screwed up her eyes and her nouth was drawn tight.
"I"'ma fool" said Gwn.

"I didn't nean to upset you. | didn't know you cared about him You
said you'd never seen him

Al ison!
She strai ght ened up
"It's not that," she said.

"Sorry. I'mall right. Something else. Gwn, | nust go. | nust
go. It's tea tinme."

"You look ill," said Gwn.

"I'Ube finein a mnute."

"You'll cone tonorrow, " said Gwn.

"I can't."

"There's only tonorrow. "

"l daren't."

"I'"mgoing back to Aber."

"1 know. "

"Tormorrow, Alison. Please. Can't you see? You nust."

"Stop it," said Alison



"Stop it, stop it! Stop tearing me between you. You and Mumrmy] You go
on till I don't know who | am what |'m doing.

O course | can see] Now.
But afterwards she starts, and what she says is right, then.
"I only want you to be yourself," said Gwn.

"And what's that?"
said Alison.

"What you make ne? |'m one person with Muimy, and another with you.
| can't argue: you twi st everything |I say round to what you want. Is
that fair?"

"You will be here, won't you?"

sai d Gwn.

"Tonorrow. It's the last tine.
" Quyn. "

"Pl ease. "

"How now, brown cow?"

Roger call ed.

"Are you having trouble, AI?"
He was clinmbing through the hedge at the other side of the garden.

"What's he on about ?"

sai d Gwn.

"Not hi ng," said Alison.
"What's that brown cow?"
"Not hi ng, Gwyn."

"Tea, Al," said Roger.
"Yes: |'m comng."

"How s the rain in Spain?"
sai d Roger.

"Still mainly on the plain?"
"What's he on about, Alison?"
"I say, that's a smart nacki ntosh you're wearing" said Roger.

"Those trend-setting short sleeves, and up-tothe-m nute peep-toe
pl i msous--"

"Be quiet, Roger" said Alison.



"What's that about cows and rain?"

sai d Gwn.

"Don't tell ne you haven't reached the | esson yet" said Roger.
"Surely it conmes on the very first record.”

"Roger!"

"You told hinP"

whi spered Gwyn.

"You told hinf Told hin®"

"No!
said Alison.

"You told him Was it a good | augh?"

"No, Gayn!"

"I bet it was. \What el se? What el se was funny?"
"You're wong!"

"You won't have told himabout the stilts, will you? Not when you'd
got the big laugh."

"Not that way, Gwn! | promise it wasn't!"

"Coul dn't run back quick enough, could you?"

sai d Gwn.
"You're not quite on the ball, actually," said Roger.
"Al'l didn't say much. | mean, | don't know whether you're using the

conplete Inprova-Prole set, or the shorter course of O ks' Exercises
for getting by in the Shop. She didn't say really.”

"Alison."
Gwn backed fromthem
"Alison."

"Gwn! Don't look at ne like that. Don't."

"Alison."
"Don't! Don't look at nme like that! - Don't! - | can't stand it!"
"Alison."
"Don't - Don't look at ne! - Don't! - Stop him Roger! Roger, make

hi m stop. Make him Make himl Make him™"

"Now, All, it's K It's K Calmdown. It's all right, All.



He' s done a bunk

He' s gone.

| told you he was a yob
H S FACE WAS in wet grass.

He tore at his breath, sprawl ed anong bracken and a knee hard agai nst
slate, but no pain.

He | ooked through the bend of his el bow and saw the house a | ong way
of f.

The cloud line was only yards above him |ike snoke.
He had no nmenory of reaching the nountain.

He lay till he could nove, then wal ked up towards the grey air of the
nount ai n.

He woul d be safe outside the valley, he would nake pl ans, where to
go, howto eat, to sleep

The cloud drifted with him always in front, blocking his sight, and
t he nmountai n was open bel ow hi mdown to the house, but he could not

| ook.

He set his back to the valley, thrusting left right left right, a
foot of nmountain and a second of tine behind him and so for a while
not hi ng el se mattered.

He rested when he knew the house had gone.

Most of the valley was hidden fromwhere he | eant against a quartz
boul der under the edge of the plateau

He held a clover to strip the petals, and reached for another, and it
was then that he saw how it grewin a white hne of flowers past the
boul der and into the cloud.

He crouched by a flower, but his hand drew back, for the grass round
the cl over had been flattened, though the clover stood free.

As he watched, a blade sprang, and slowed, hfting its weight.
He went downhill a few paces.

H s feet had crushed grass and flower, but where he had not trodden
yet the clover stood above the grass.

More bl ades sprang back, as if they had been flattened by a hght
st ep.

Sonebody up there, is it?

He wal ked beside the white track and the cloud nbved in front of him
like skirts until he was on the plateau

The ground was | evel



There was no nore clinbing, and the mist lifted fromthe nountain and
he saw across peat and water and rushes, and there was no one on the
nount ai n but hi nsel f.

In the distance a black sow rubbed its flank against the cairn
Garet h Pugh's.

Now t hen

Wi ch road?

Whi ch?

He saw nount ai ns wherever he | ooked: nothing but nountains away and
away and away, their tops hidden

soneti nes, but nountains with nountains behind themin desolation for
ever.

There was nowhere in the world to go.

"Alison--" He stood, and the wind was cold through him

He | ooked again, but there was nothing, and the sky dropped | ower,
hi di ng the barren distances, crowding the hills with ghosts, then
lifting, and he | ooked again.

Not hi ng

Even the pig had gone.

He stunbl ed al ong the nountai n.

['1'l show t hem

You could die here, man, and who'd care?

Then?

He had not neant to find the Ravenstone.

He canme to it when he could see no nore than three paces ahead.

He faced the wind, ready for the cloud to pass, and there were the
val | ey and the house.

For a nonent he |longed to be anong fields and trees, with people, to
be down fromthe nmoss and the peat hags.

But the sheep were noving fromleft to right across the slopes.
et her - go- ni nbl es.

He raged the cold back into him

Farnmers whistled their dogs, and call ed.

The sounds rose fromthe valley, "There, Ben. There, Ben. Good,
Ben," and he saw t he dogs fanning through the bracken, black and white



anmong the green

"There, Ben. Lass. CGood, Lass. There. There. There."

The dogs changed direction at a whistle.

He | ooked for the nmen, but they were not on the nountain.
"Bob, there, Bob, Lass, good, Lass, there."

The dogs canme on and the sheep bunched toget her

The dogs were in a bent line, the horns of the |ine pointing up
t he nount ai n.

The dogs reached the sheep
"There there there there. Ben. There. Bob, Bob, Bob."
The whistles followed sharp and urgent.

The dogs swept past the sheep, ignhored them the horns of the hne
drew in, pointed to the Ravenstone.

"There, Ben. There, Ben. Good, Lass."

He | ooked behind him

There were no sheep on the top

"Bob, stay, Bob. There, Ben, there, Ben. Lass, there. Lass."
The dogs cane for the Ravenstone.

Their tongues rolled with the chnb, but they cane, and when they were
near they dropped their bellies |ow, and crept.

They noved in short spurts, eyes fixed.
He could not watch all of themat the sane tine.

They noved past the Ravenstone, turned, and |ay between their
haunches, and then ran at him |ow quick darts fromall sides.

When he faced a dog it stopped, and two others cl osed nearer, and |ay
still when he | ooked, and the first canme on

"Get out!"
He waved his arns.
"Ben. Good, Ben. There, Ben."

A wal | -eyed dog had reached himfirst, in with a nip to the ankle and
away.

He ran to kick it, but other teeth pinched his calf.

"lLass, Lass, Lass, there, Lass."



"Call your flamng dogs offg" But his voice went into cloud, and the
wi nd spread it over the peat noss.

Two dogs rushed him and he fell fromthe Ravenstone on to the steep
grass and slid for twenty yanms, sky, teeth,

mount ai n and tongues whirling, and then he was on his feet and his
own wei ght carried himdown, and the whistling grew | ouder, but the
dogs were silent - rush, stop, belly to the ground, rush, nip and away.

"CGood, Ben. Good, Lass. Ben, there, Ben. Good, Bob."

Fromthe grass to the screes and the bracken, and grass again, over
the streans they drove him

If he threw stones at themthey snarled and were nore savage in their
bi ting.

He ran, fell, ran a thousand feet down to the river, but they would
not | eave him

No nen appeared, but the shouts and whistles were close in the
hedgebanks.

The dogs wal ked up the road, their steps high and slow, |ips arched
red, back, back, to the front drive - and left him

They cocked their legs at the gatepost, and frisked into the nmeadow.

"CGood, Ben. Good, Lass. Good, Bob. Here. Here. Here. Good,
Ben. "

Wio told thenf

Who told them | was goi ng?

Wio sai d?

Wio knew?

He wanted to sleep

Suddenly all he wanted was to sleep
Sl eep: food: eat.

Who knew | wasn't com ng back?
They' Il not have ne.

What are they wanting?

They didn't send dogs - before - when we - | - up: before.
Wio told thenf

Wio?

CHAPTER TVEENTY- TWO.



"THERE YOU A, " said Chve
"Been | ooking for you both."
"Hang on, Dad," said Roger.

He pul | ed back his el bow and splayed his fingers over the green
cl ot h.

As he thrust the cue forward Alison said, "Hello, Chve."

The cue gl anced off the billiard ball.

"You did that dehberately," said Roger

"Broke ny concentration.”

"She didn't," said dive.

"The bad workman al ways bl ames his tools. It's a cue, not a see-saw.

Wat ch ne. The cue noves easily: backwards: and forwards: one: two:

one, two: level: don't hft the butt: and--" He played five cannons in a
row, and then potted the red.

"Chve, you're brilliant," said Alison

"Evidence of a mi sspent youth, that's what they say."

"Why were you | ooking for us?"
sai d Roger.

"Um yes" said dive.

"Tread a bit softly these next couple of days, there's good people."
"What are we supposed to have done?"

sai d Roger.

"I"mnot bothered. But until her majesty abdicates things are a bit
di cey."

"What happened?"
said Alison.

"Not hi ng. She's playing it strictly by the book, that's all."
"I don't understand," said Alison

"dd Nancy's conpl ained to Margaret about the kitchen being her
stanping ground until she's worked her notice. So no safaris, eh?"

"Dad, are you all right?"
"She says the larder's been cleaned out of bread and cheese."

"It wasn't me," said Roger

"Nor nme," said Alison



"I"'mnot worried" said Cive.

"We stock up again tonorrow. Let's weather the next couple of days,
t hough, shall we?"

"No" said Roger.

"We'|l have it straight.”
"Honest, Cive," said Alison.
"Ch? Wll, not to worry."

"I't'"ll be that light-fingered so-and-so she carts round with her"
sai d Roger.

"I't will be Gwn," said Alison.
"I know he does - take things."

"Does he?"
sai d Roger.

"Wait a minute, then. Have you borrowed ny anorak?"
"No;' said Alison.

"I saw it wasn't in the cl oakroom when we came through. If he's had
it "Il kick his teeth in."

"Leave it" said dive.

"We'|| be rid the day after tomnorrow

It's not worth making a fuss.

Are you com ng for dinner?

"Yes. There's sonmething else | bet he's found;' said Roger, and on
their way through the cl oakroomhe lifted the lid of an anmunition box

by the | og basket." He has, tool Dadl He's pinched nmy chnbing boots!

['"l'l have a word with himtonight" said dive." I'lIl have nore than
a word," said Roger." |'d steer clear.

Not worth the fuss.

"I'n case soneone's upset?"
sai d Roger.

"She'll just have to be upset. No doubt we'll survive."
"Now watch it" said Cive.

"Once bitten twice shy, that's your notto, isn't it, Dad?"
"Right;' said Chve." Upstairs.

If you decide you're fit to take dinner with the rest of us kindly



see that you're ready by the gong.
It's a civihzed neal

W shan't expect any snotty-nosed kids who haven't learnt their
manners.

" Naturally, Father;' said Roger.
"Good night."

"Sorry about that;' said dive." He'll apol ogize.

It doesn't matter, dive;' said Alison

"Now | ook, princess. I'mthe one to say whether it matters or not.
Let's get that straight, shall we?"

"Excuse ne."

Huw Hal f bacon knocked on the open door
"Yes, what is it?"

"Excuse me asking," said Huw.

"I's the boy here?"

"Whi ch boy?

Young Gwyn?

" That is right, sir.

" | expect so.

"W were fetching himdown this afternoon, and I was wondering if he
is here now "

"I think he may have gone for a walk," said Alison

"Ch. Yes?"

"He's borrowed sonme chmnbing boots."

"Ah" said Huw.

"Last time | saw him" said dive, "he was having a kip along the

front drive there after tea. | thought he was ill at first, but he was
snhoring away - spark out."

"Yes, sir.



"While you're here," said dive.
"I don't suppose you can find us another housekeeper, can you?"

"I's she not good?"
said Huw.

"I amsorry for that."

"She's given notice. Didn't she tell you? They're off the day after
t onmor r ow. "

"She is not talking to ne," said Huw
"But is there anyone el se, Hal fbacon?"
"No, sir. Now excuse ne. | must go working."

"Wor k?"
sai d Chve.

"At this tinme? Don't you ever knock O f?2."

"Yes, sir. Excuse ne, when is she going, that day?"

"After breakfast."

"After breakfast," said Huw

"Vell, well, sir.”

"Look here, Halfbacon,"” said dive.

"You must understand this overtime lark is entirely your own affair.

If you think you can twist ny armwith it for nbore wages you' ve come to
the wrong shop."

"No, sir" said Huw.

He wal ked away.

"No, no, not at all. | nust go helping ny uncle with finish a job,
see. Good night, sir.

Good night, ny | ady.
"Urh;' said Cive." These people give me the jimjans.
It's the same in business.

You never know where you are with them you never have a straight
answer .

You never know when they're being polite or just sarky.

" Cold;' said Alison.



"Eh? What ?"

"Cold - kippers."

CHAPTER TWENTY- THREE.

H SAT BEHIND a thorn bush high in the valley, waiting for dusk.

The first part of the chmb into the rocks mght be seen fromthe
farns.

He ate a little of the cheese and scooped the streamwater into his
hands.

He was wearing both his shirts, his pullover on top of them and the
anorak, and two pairs of trousers were tucked into his socks.

These boots are a bit of all right.

He had kept | ow along the stream and quiet, and he had seen no dogs,
no voi ces had call ed, and no one had whi sfi ed.

So far it had been easy, but now he had to chnb the Bl ack Hiding, and
the noise of its waters pounded him

It was dark enough to nove.

There had been hardly any rain for several weeks, and the channels
were runni ng slack, so that he could chnb between the | oose slate of
the chfi and the foam of the water.

Themcliffs and screes - by, foxes know what they're at.

He clinbed the narrow thread of rock, smpothed, hollowed by
waterfalls.

On either side the decayed buttresses of the Black H ding rose above
himand fell below him

He rested on a flat stone, his feet hangi ng over the drop
Lanmps were showi ng in the house.

Cosy is it for you down there?

You can't touch ne.

|'ve done with you |ot.

He ate sonme food, and clinbed again.

The top of the Black Hiding started to show, a notch against the
skyline, and then it di sappeared as he cane in close to the stream

bel ow a waterfall: twenty feet, and no way up unless he noved out on to

t he crag.
The buttresses crowded the water

So how do foxes nanage?



The buttress was not sheer, and he saw that an aninmal could take it
at a run.

The surface would hold | ong enough
But you're not a fox, man.

He ran at the shale, and the force of his scrabbling carried himnore
than hal f way.

Then he stuck.

He was spread-eagled on the buttress.

H's toes dug into the nuck and his fingers clutched deep.
Hi s head was twi sted to the side

He | ooked down out of the corner of one eye.

Two hundred feet?

What' s the chances?

Slide?

Li ke a cowi ng cheese-grater.

H s hands pulled balls of clay out of the surface, and the boots were
nmovi ng farther apart.

The [ anps twinkled at himfromthe valley.
He dragged his head up

The slab of the waterfall was |ess than twi ce his own hei ght above
him but he was at full stretch; with nothing to thrust against.

What you worrying for?

Ten seconds and you'll be on that |edge, or you won't.
Them holds will go, or they won't.

What s your probl en?

Nothing to it, man!

One.

Two.

Thr ee.

Hup!

He spat fromthe slab to the crest of the waterfall

Where his hands and feet had touched there were no holds, only
streaks in the shale.



He stood on the edge and rolled stones to see how he woul d have
fallen fromthe buttress, then he threw stones at the house.

It was nearly a mle away, but before they dropped into the crags the
stones arched high and seenmed as if they would reach

Sur pri sing what you can do when you try: as if | cared.

He turned fromthe valley, and chnbed.

He was near the top of the Black Hi ding, and the water lost its
fierceness, and soon he would conme to the peat hags, and fromthere he
woul d find the rocks that marked where some wonen had died in a
snowstorm and then he woul d be near the hne of slates, upended in the

noss, that pointed over the nountain to the next valley.

Fromthat valley he could reach a main road, thunb a lift, and be in
Aberyst wt h next norning.

The top of the Black Hi ding was a deep stone gutter which ran into
t he pl at eau.

Behind himthe crags fell to the valley and the spark of |anplight,

and over his head the grass caps of the buttresses held the |last of the
day.

He trod carefully, wanting to stay dry if possible, but the gutter

was thick with boul ders, and when one of the boul ders noved under his
feet, and screamed, rose, and came for himhe scranbl ed backwards up
the shale wall and forgot his wet feet.

He had stepped on the bl ack sow.

The sow squealed as it strained to reach him

It could not lift its flanks on to the slope out of the pit where it
had been wal | owi ng, but he began to shde back towards the jaws which
squel ched and gobbl ed the shale that rained fromwhere he was trying to
stop his fall.

The head was turned side on to him the teeth |ike broken bottles.

Wrst bite there is.

Takes a lunp cl ean out.

You' |l not be seeing much of Aber if she gets you

H s hand t hrashed agai nst sonething firm

He spun hinmsel f round and grabbed: it was a tree root.

He swung clear of the gutter, hanging free, and kicked up to the
trunk which grew sideways fromthe rock

He draped hinmself over the trunk and watched the sow.

If she goes upstreamto that sheep track she can have a do at ne here
fromthe side.



| suppose | ought to nove.

The sow had stopped squeal i ng and was nosi ng about, its sound covered
by the water, and its body hi dden by darkness.

A grunt or a splash or a gleamof jaw were all that gave it way, and
not hi ng cane fromthe sane place tw ce.

He chnbed into the branches of the tree.
Vll, that's me for the night.
Roll on death, eh?

Now. daylight by four: over the top and into the next valley by
seven: main road by ten

Bl ast Garet h Pugh.

Never nmind, should be clear of Aber before she can get back, even if
she tw gs.

He ate some nore food, and arranged hinself on the tree.

He found a conpass and a whisfie tied to a lanyard in the anorak
pocket .

He took the lanyard and made a sling round a branch, and pushed his
arm through to the shoul der

Then he wedged hinself between the trunk and a tangle of branches.

It was a warm ni ght, and he was sheltered fromthe w nd, but he could
not sleep for nore than a few mnutes at a tine.

He was col d and cranped.

He had no watch, but the position of the noon told himhow short each
sl eep had been

The [ anps went out in the valley.

He dozed, and shivered, and dozed, and ate the | ast of the food, and
dozed.

He woke.
He was cold to the bone, and his head had fallen backwards across a
branch, so that when he opened his eyes he was | ooking at the edge of

the plateau thirty feet above him

The | anyard had deadened his arm and his other armlay over his
chest, the fingers hooked in the sling.

Hi s neck was stiff.
There was a nman on the pl ateau

The man wal ked al ong the top of the gutter towards the peat hags.



Themw th their dogs, is it?

There' |l be a right sort-out if they tread on that pig.
Let themget on with it.

"' mnot bot hered.

He found a new position in the branches to ease his
arm

Dar kness cane and went with clouds over the nmoon, and the water
rattl ed the stones, but he watched.

He saw the scree nmove before he heard any change in the note of the
stream a long slew of rubble farther up the gutter hit the water where
it lay in a hollow

The bubbl es rose like silver bl ossom

The sheep track in the wall of the gutter touched the scree there,
followed a bend in the stream and crossed over the roots bel ow him

He wat ched the track at the bend.

Sheep?

That old pig?

But there was a new sound, very close, broken by the water, but he
could hear it, and it went on and on - a voice, hunm ng, munbling,
scarcely words, but it was a kind of song.

He noved his head to peer through the branches.

The man was sitting at the foot of the tree.

Cri pes!

Now what ?

The man came to the end of his song, but he did not go.

lie sat, swinging his |egs above the stream and pushed his cap back
on hi s head.

"Lovely night, isn't it?"
He wi ped his nose on his forearm

"Lovely night," he said again.

"Yes. Lovely. For the tine of year."
CHAPTER TWENTY- FOUR

"ITIS INDEED a |l ovely night;' said Huw

"Leave ne al one."



"You cone down now, boy."

"I"'mfine here.”

"You' re needed."

"No one needs nme, and | need not hing."

"Then you are very lucky" said Huw

"What will you do with all your riches?"
"I"'mclearing out. This tine tonorrow |I'll be in Birm ngham and
that's the last you'll see of ne."

"You are needed back at the house. It is nearly tine."

"Leave ne alone. |'ve had enough. Spooks or whatever it's al
yours."

"You won't run away" said Huw.
"You care too much."

"I don't care about anything. | nearly fell off that chff,
and | trod on Gareth Pugh's sow, and | wasn't bothered.

That's how much | care

And you want to watch out for that sow she's a nasty pair of
chompers.

"She was only stopping you fromleaving the valley," said Haw.

"Not half she wasn't."

"It is always the Black Hi ding," said Huw, "but you went in the wong
direction this afternoon, and we had to use the dogs to fetch you
away. "

"Tell| me anot her."

"I shall tell you one other" said Huw, "then you will cone down. |'m
tired of your childi shness.™

"Thanks!"

"Not at all," said Huw.

"Are you thinking yet how | cane straight to you?"
"No. "

"We cone here,"” said Huw

"It is the place."

"I came here to miss the dogs, and I'min this tree because |I don't
want to tread on any nmore pigs in the dark. If you want to make



something of it that's your business."

Huw crossed the streamand pulled hinmself on to a |l edge in the
opposite wall of the gutter

"Now' he sai d.

"You' re safe.You can run back up the tree if | nove, little boy.
Conme down and |I'll show you the chance in this. Down to the foot of
the tree.

There.

Reach into the crack where the root grows.
You nust put your armright in.

"It's a dead end."

"Feel to one side," said Huw

"Careful. Careful. Take out
your hand.

- Vel ?

"Mster Huw. I'msorry" said Gwn.

He was hol ding a spear head in the pal mof his hand.

It was made of flint, and was so thin that the nmoon shone through it,
and the fretting of its surface made it a | eaf of scul pted hght and
st one.

"This was the spear" said Gwn.

"A year he took to make it," said Huw.
"G onw Pebyr, Lord of Penllyn."

"It's older than that," said Gwn.
"It's very old."

"It was a long tinme ago," said Huw

Gwn put his armback in the rock.

There was a hollow at right angles to the crack at the far end, and
there were several things lying inside

Most of what he touched fell to pieces before he could pull it out:
| eather, wood, or cloth all rotted in the wet.

He laid a stone beside the flint.

It was a ball of quartz the size of his fist and a face was painted
on it.

It was only a sinple double arch of brow, l|ike a pick head, running



to a short nose or beak, and two dots for eyes.
He found this pattern again and again on all the solid things, on

jars, and pebbles and a slate disc pierced to be worn on a cord round
t he neck.

The sinple hne stared out, human or bird face: it was inpossible to
tell.

"How | ong has this been happeni ng?"

sai d Gwn.
He held the rusted fragments of a dagger in its sheath.

"There's no saying. But we of the blood must neet it in our tine,
and we bring here what we have."

"I didn't understand" said Gmyn.
“"I'"'mall nunb inside."

"1 know," said Huw.

"I felt I could blow that house up just by | ooking at it.
"Perhaps you could," said Huw.

"Here: in this valley: now That is how the power is spent. Through
us, within us, the three who suffer every tine."

"But why, Huw?"
"Because we gave this power a thinking mnd. W nust bear that m nd

leash it, yet set it free, through us, in us, so that no one el se may
suffer.”

"What's going to happen?"

"I don't know. She is here, the |l ady, and you have made her ow s:

she will go hunting. But don't let her destroy. She will be the worse
for my fault, and my uncle's fault and ny grandfather's fault, who
tried to stop what can't be stopped himwith the painting, himwth the
plates. We built the dyke of sand, and won a little space."

"So we're in this ness because you ducked it."

"Yes."

"Ch, it is a story, and we have suffered for it no less that if we
had faced our tine."

"Who's 'we' ?"

sai d Gwn.

"Me, your nother, him

"My Man®"



Huw smi | ed.

"You did not know her. She was young and | ovely.
There was not a girl |ike Nancy.

"What! Her!"

J
"So much harm done through so much weakness,'

said Huw.
"You nust be strong."

"But ny Mam"

"She was the wi nds of April."

Gwn started to put things back into the rock.

"Huw can | take any?"

"Have you some to | eave?"

"--Yes."

"At this time, all this is yours."

Gwn lifted the thin slate with the eye pattern on it.

He took a cardboard box fromthe anorak pocket and tipped the shell
ow on to his hand.

As he stretched to place the oW next to the flint spear head in the
'r‘(()B(r:léeti ngs fromthe Land of Song" shimmered briefly in |um nous
paint at arms length before he pushed it round the corner.

Gwn put the slate in the box.

"WIl you give this to Alison tonorrow?"

"You give it, boy."

"I can't. Please, Huw"

"Go on, it's better fromyou."

"No. Tell her it's fromne."

"You give it her."

"I can't. It's no good. | can't, Huw "
"Just give it her? Is that all?"

"Say it's fromne."

Gwn hid the | ast pieces.

He felt at the back of the hol | ow.



"Here. There's sonething else. You've a long reach: let's have it."
"It's not ny tine to be Iooking there," said Huw.

"Conme on, mn."

"No, no, I'll not touch it."

"Never mind. | think I can - got them™

Gwn uncurled his first and held it to the noon.

"What are these? Pieces of- what? - rubber? \What are they doing
her e?

Rubber ?

That's not ol d.

They're like sort of- brake bl ocks?
Huw

Are these yours?

Man, you did it?

You knocked off Bertran?

"Keep them away! Keep them away! He is the dark raven of ny
unr eason! Keep them away!"

"Mam sai d--"

"I didn't nmean it," said Huw

"He never had that old bi ke outside the grounds, up and down, front
drive to back, that's all he ever did. Then he rode to make me junp
when | was working on the drive, and he had nmy Nancy, and | thought 1'd
show himwhat it is to land in the rhododendrons, so | took out the

bl ocks. He never said he was going up the pass. | didn't know But |
shoul d have known. We coul d not escape, though | pebbl e-dashed her in
the billiard-room and hid her in the loft, and even he, the poor nan,

di d what he thought best."

"What was that?"

"He shot her."

"Shot her? How could he? You're as mad as they said!"
Huw cane down to Gwn and held his arm

"Alord must look to his people. | failed themin ny tine, and we
were destroyed no |less. You nust not fail now

?

She is terrible in her |oneliness and her pain.



You are lord in blood to this valley now.

"Are you sure, man?"

sai d Gwn.

"It's a pretty bad joke fromwhere |I'm standing."

"No, no," said Huw, and his eyes searched Gwn's face.
"You are the heir."

"Heir? That's a good word, that is!"
sai d Gwn.

"Heir to what?

Don't tell ne!

Here's all I'lIl ever see of ny father!

I"man heir right enough - heir to a couple of brake bl ocks!

"No, no, boy, you are wong. You are the lord in blood to this
valley after me. There is not one doubt of it. | amyour father.

You did not know?
Gwn shook his head.

"She never told nme, Huw. She never. And she did that to you? She
did that?"

"I't was my ending," said Huw

i

CHAPTER TWENTY- FI VE THE RAIN FELL straight, w thout w nd, but inside
the house it could not be heard except on the kitchen skyhght.
"Mustn't grunble, | suppose;' said Chve."

W' ve had a fair crack.

I'd stay in bed this nmorning: you' re not nissing nuch"

"1 really am
better;' said Alison.

"Mummy's a fusser. 1'Il get up when you' ve gone."
"That was a nasty tenperature you started last night;' said Chve."
Don't overdo things.

"I shan't, but I'll make you both a super table decoration for dinner
this evening."

"Bl ess you," said Chve.



"Cheers, then."
He went downstairs.

Roger was sitting on the amunition box in the cl oakroom and pri sing
mud fromhis boots with a screwdriver.

"Wet through;' said Roger." He's not even had the

Chapter Twenty-Five.

decency to clean them

And | ook at ny anorak.

Pl ast er ed.

What' s he been at?

"Il fixit," said dive, "if you'll give me the sizes."

"You've no need to buy a new lot, unless it makes you feel better,"
sai d Roger.

clive shrugged hinmself into his storntoat.

"Nark it. You know we don't carry squabbl es over to the next day.
Cl ean slate each norning, right?"

"You're the boss," said Roger.
"How s Al ?"
"In great form" said Cive.

"I't nust have been one of those sudden chills. She'll be up as soon
as um"

"--The coast's cl ear?"

sai d Roger.

"You wait," said Cdive.

"You'll find out. Wbnen can be the very devil."
"Ah well," said Roger.

"I wouldn't know, would 1? | can't judge."
"No, you can't."
"That's all right, then."

"Now what's the matter?"
said dive.

"Not hi ng, Dad. You see to your shopping."

"I did ny best," said Cive.

"You can't ask for nore than that.



| hope you'll understand--"

VWen |' m ol d enough," said Roger
Cive sat on the box." What's up?

" Not hi ng, Dad.
" Grow ng pains?

"For Pete's sake!"

Roger threw the boots across the cl oakroom

"It's a phase we all go through;' said dive.

"I"'msorry, Dad. This house: | feel | could put a bonb under it.

"Why not conme with us, and have a day out?"

"No thanks. | can't stand trailing round those shops, either."
"Can't say | blame you. But look, if it's as bad as that we'll go
hone. | wanted us to have a hohday, not a ruddy breakdown."

"Perhaps it's the weather;' said Roger

"Coul d be, could be. These hills get a bit on top of you, don't

they? Well, if you're not coming |I'd better be off, or it'll be

m dni ght before we're back."

"Yes, Dad."

Roger finished cleaning the boots and stuffed themw th paper, then

he sat for a while, letting the screwdriver sw ng between his knuckl es
agai nst the box.

The novenent sl owed, stopped.

"OfF course;' he said.

He put on his anorak, fastened the hood, and went out of the
cl oakroomto the back of the stables.

The rain hamered on the roof, and he could hear nothing through the
door when he |istened.

Roger fitted the screwdriver to the head of one of the screws and
leant on it.

The sl ot gave and white netal shone in the rust, but the thread
nmoved, and one screw fol |l owed another, and the hasp dangled fromthe
padl ock free of the door

A mat of cobwebs filtered the hght and the room was
preserved in dust, and at first Roger saw only as nuch as he had seen



fromthe | adder, but when he was used to the dark he | aughed.
"The old fraud!"
He ran back to the house, head down, dodgi ng puddl es.

He stanpedand brushed the water off in the cl oakroom before he went
to the bottomof the stairs.

"ALP"

"Yes?"

"The gane's up, you old fraud! Hol ding out on ne!
Cone on down and explain yoursel fl"

" 1"mwashing nmy hair.

"Stowit, Alli Conme and tell uncle Roger about the fun and ganes!"

"I wish you'd talk sense, Roger."

"You' ve been outwitted by a masternmind, that's what. A padlock's no
stronger than the screws on the hasp."

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"Quit stalling, and hurry up! | want to know how it works."
"How what wor ks?"

"Hurry up, Alli 1'll see you there."

"Where? Roger! \Were? | don't know what you're talking about!"
"And Bubo Bubo Bubo to you!"

shout ed Roger.

"\What ?"

"Wth knobs on!"

Roger dived back into the rain.

Way didn't | think of it?

Sneaki ng off so she wouldn't have to | et anyone el se take turns.
What a fantastic job!

Seens OK: a bit knocked about.

Must be donkey's years old: ought to be in a museum nore a scooter
than a bike.

The notorcycle was propped in a corner

The petrol tank, a tin bottle, rested on a platform behind the



saddl e.

The wheels were snall, and the handl ebars were |ike those of an
ordinary bicycle, with cable brakes, and when Roger squeezed there was
no tension.

| see.

Bl ocks mi ssi ng.

Now what's this other nonsense she's rigged up?

An oW 's tea party?

In the mddle of the roomstood a glass fronted case, facing the door
and three feet high, and inside the case was a stuffed ow .

It was a huge bird, and its yell ow eyes were browed with | ong ear
tufts like horns.

There was a faded hand-witten | abel on the glass which said: Eagle
OuM (Bubo Bubo Bubo) The Bryn Chost: |aid by El eykynoch Grand Prix 12
bore at 60 feet.

The gift's a nutter.

Alison's paper ow s were ranged about the case, their stylized heads
intent, as if they were an audience for the eagle ow.

Wait a mnute.

-Who was in here yesterday?

Al was with us when we heard that noise.

Roger squatted to |l ook nmore closely at the ow s.

Each owl had made a mark with its tail in the dust, and these nmarks
could be followed as lines along the floor, and the lines curved and
wove a pattern, and it was a pattern that

had t he bal ance and precision of iron filings in the field of a
magnet or of petals in a flower, and the magnet or the heart, of the
flower, fromwhich all lines started and to which all l|ines cane, was
the eagle ow in its glass case.

Roger | ooked at the notorcycle.

It was sneared cl ean where he had touched it, and the floor showed
where he had stood, and wal ked, and all the rest was the unbroken dust
of years, except for ow tracks.

The room was dar kened from behind him

"Careful, Al " said Roger

"I"ve been stupid. There's sonmething up. I'msorry. | hadn't seen
properly. | thought you'd done it. Cear out.

Qui ck.



The anorak muffled his head, and he had to turn his whole body to see
her .

From his squatting position he heard nothing, and the Iight showed
that she was still in the doorway.

"All. Shift. - AIl?"

He noved round on his hands.

The doorway was bl ocked by a figure hooded and draped in oil skins.
Roger j unped back

It was Nancy.

She stood there, a groundsheet slung over her, holding a poker in her
hand, and her eyes were as grey as the dust.

"What do you want ?"
sai d Roger.

She did not answer.

"Haven't you any jobs?"
sai d Roger.

Nancy ran forward and swung the poker at the case.

The gl ass expl oded, and the eagle oW flew up as a cloud of sawdust
and feathers, and Nancy | ashed about her at the

paper mnmodel s which winged in the air around the | eapi ng woman and t he
dead bird that filled the roomand stuck to her wet clothing and even
to her skin and to her hair.

Roger huddl ed agai nst the nmotorcycle, his arms crossed over his head
to keep of f the blows, but Nancy was fighting the swirled dust.

She sai d not hi ng.

The sounds in the roomwere her breathing, the whip of the poker, her
feet on wood and gl ass.

Then at once she staggered to the door

Roger foll owed, choking on the fine down that had caught in his
t hr oat .

Nancy was on the lawn, still hitting the air, and the rain fell in
solid rods of water.

I!

| F CHAPTER

TVENTY- SI X GWN SCRAPED THE bowl for the | ast cornfl ake.
Br oken crackers were on the table.

H s nmot her had of fered himnothing el se, since he had been so | ate,



and it was a relief when she interrupted her conbi ned poking of the
stove and nagging at himto eavesdrop on the argument upstairs.

He took a swig fromthe mlk bottle.

The outer door of the kitchen banged, he heard a gasp, and then the
i nner door was pushed open and his nmother fell into the kitchen

She swore and beat at an oil skin that shrouded her

The poker had ripped the fabric and was caught up in the folds, and
both Nancy and the groundsheet were deep in feathers.

Those that had been kept fromthe rain drifted about the kitchen
soaring in the heat of the stove.

Nancy struggled out of the oilskin and let it and the
poker drop to the floor.

A wet piece of hair covered one eye and clung to her nouth.
She scrubbed at it with a feathered hand.

"Cet your nmack" she said.

She went upstairs.

Gwn finished the nmlk, and watched the tawny feathers drift about
t he kitchen.

He heard his nother in the flat, and the squeak of a strap, then two
bunps.

She noved on to the | anding, and canme down slowy, pulling a weight
fromstep to step.

Gwn sat at the table.

She had put on her mackintosh and a plastic rain hat which tied under
the chin.

"Come al ong," she said.
"Carry them cases."

"\Where we goi ng?"

sai d Gwn.

" Aber . "

"That's tonorrow.'

"Shut your row, and do as you're told."
"How are we goi ng?"

"Taxi to the station."

"That's twenty mles. How you getting a taxi?"



"Tel ephone. Move yoursel f, boy.
"Tel ephone's by the shop, and it's raining" said Gwn.
"I'"ll not stay another mnute,"” said Nancy.

"Fetch your nmack and them cases or you'll have a leathering, big as
you are."

"Taxi's expensive," said Gwn.
"What ' s happened?"

"Never you mind."

"I"'mnot com ng" said Gwn.
"You can | ook after your

200

Chapter Twenty-Six.

own cases.

|"mstaying with ny Dad.

Nancy had put on her gloves and was straightening the fingers when
Gwn spoke.

She wal ked round the table, her hands frozen in the action.

"What's that, boy?"

"My Dad ran away, said Gwn." | shan t.

| don't want to end up like him- or you.

Nancy brought her armround and caught Gwn at the side of the head.
The bl ow knocked hi moff the chair.

Nancy took his mackintosh from behind the door and threw it at him
"CGet up," she said.

"Carry them cases."

"Why coul dn't you ask properly the first tinme?"
sai d Gwn.

"I"ll carry the cases, but you'll see.™

He dusted the feathers fromhis clothes, put on his mackintosh,
lifted the two cases and went to the door.

"I't's raining" he said.
"Your cap's in your pocket."

"Shall | go and phone, and you wait with the cases?"



"No. |I'mnot staying here."

"Then you phone, and I'll wait."

"Shut your row, boy."

They set off along the drive.

In the first yards the cold beat through to Gwn's shoul ders, then to
his back, his legs, and then it was all over him and he was
confortabl e.

He stuck out his tongue to catch the flow fromhis hair.

He had never seen rain spread visible in the sky, and its life was
somet hing he could feel as it dropped between him

and t he nountains.

The mount ai ns showed himrain a mle wide and a thousand feet high

He watched it all the way to the tel ephone box.

Nancy hurried to walk and run at the same tinme, which nade her knees
buckl e.

She was inside the box when Gwn reached it, and she gestured to him
to wait with the cases.

He | odged them on a stone.

Waterfalls |leapt at the skyline, where the day before there had been
danp runnel s.

Gwn thought of the Black Hiding.
Nancy was havi ng trouble.

She pressed button B
Peopl e nmoved in the road.

The shop bell rang.
A woman wal ked behind a heifer

Bent nmen with sacks across their shoul ders against the rain cane out
of hedge-banks and sheds.

No one was in a hurry.

Gwn recogni zed a wal | eyed sheep dog, but it was not interested in
him though the people were.

Before he realized it was happening there was a small crowd round the
t el ephone box.

"Hel | o, boy."
"I's that your Mam phoni ng?"

"That Nancy, is it?"



"What she wanting that old phone for?"

"\Where you goi ng?"

"Suitcases, is it?"

"Nasty day."

"The wirel ess says flood warnings."

"You goi ng anywhere, are you?"

"You going far?"

Sone of it was in Welsh and some in English

He heard

the soft voices murmuring, not speaking to him but a quiet

conversation with him anong thensel ves.

Nancy pressed button A
"We're | eaving," said Gwn.

"Now. W're going to Aber. My Mare is phoning for a taxi to take us

to the station. W're not comi ng back. W'll wait here for the taxi,
and then we shan't ever cone back. The taxi will be here in about half
an hour."

"A taxi ?"

"Where from | wonder?"

"There's profligate.™

"Al ways headstrong, your Mam"

"Had her own way, our Nancy."

, * " Taxis, now.

"Vell, well."

The crowd thinned, dispersed, and the heifer went on up the road.
Nancy opened the door.

"Taxi's com ng," she said.

"You wait there and mind them cases."
"Il wait in the shop," said Gwn.

"You won't. I'mnot having you listen to no nore talk. You stay
there."”

"It makes no odds."

"What was they on about just then?"
sai d Nancy.



"You. "
The door sighed, and shut her in.

Gwn practised filling the lace holes of his shoes with the water off
his nose until the taxi cane.

"Hurry up" said the driver
"Twenty minutes and we shan't get through for the river."

Gwn put the cases in the boot while Nancy cane out of the tel ephone
box and scurried to the taxi.

"You coming as well, is it?"
said the driver.

"That's extra for wet seats."

"CGet on," said Nancy.

The taxi started down the valley.

When they passed the |ast cottage Nancy sank into the cushions.

The road was narrow, with hedges on either side, and it tw sted up
and down to find a way between the nountains and the river

The taxi had gone halfa mile when the driver braked hard on a bend,
t hrowi ng Nancy and Gwyn agai nst the door

"Careful, you fool!"
The taxi stopped.

A tree had fallen across the road at the bottomof a hollow, and
tel ephone wires coiled like springs along the ground.

Two nen stood at the other side of the hedge.
"Hello," one of them said.

"What the thunp's going on here?"
said the driver.

"She slipped when we were dropping her. Her roots all the soi
washed out by rain."

The driver went to Nancy.
"What you want to do, M ssis?"
"Clear the road;' said Nancy.

"Don't be daft, Mssis. Anyway, by the tinme this lot's right we'll
be cut off by the river."

i

P



"Go the other side then, over the pass."
"Over the pass? That's dangerous in this weather: expensive."
"You go over that pass" said Nancy.

"M nd your heads," said the driver

"I can't see through the back wi ndow, and it's too narrow to turn
here.”

He reversed the taxi round the corner- and stopped.
There was a tree across the road.

The driver chnbed out, and shouted, but no one answered, and there
was no one in sight.

"Well, Mssis, that's it."
"That's it, Mam"
Nancy was w | d- eyed.

She hel d her handbag as if she thought it would be stolen, and she
tugged at the door to open it.

"\Where you goi ng, Man®"

She scramnbl ed over the trunk and began to run back towards the house.
"What about noney?"

the taxi driver shouted.

"This counts as waiting!"

"Bring the cases up the house when you're free," said Gwn.

"You're don't see these cases till | see some money," said the
driver.

"I'"ve had your sort before.”
"That's right," said Gwn.
"Trust nobody."

He went after his nother.
She had not run far.

She was pushing herself on with her | oose-kneed trot, and had reached
t he cott ages.

The rain was heavier, and the other

side of the valley was behind cloud, but all along the road people
were standing at their gates and in barn doorways, and Nancy had to
pass them



"Hel | o, Nancy."

"You been quick."

"Forgotten sonething, have you?"
"Changed your mi nd?"

"Aberystwyth too far, is it?"

"You go hone, Nancy. You go home, pet."
"Not the weather to be out."

"Don't | eave us, Nancy. Not tw ce, eh?"
"You go hone, |ove."

"There's shocki ng weat her."

"That's it, boy. You stay with your Mam
"You | ook after her."

"Look after."

"CGood boy."

" Good. "

Gwn foll owed Nancy, and said nothing, and she did not turn her head
but when she reached the front drive gate she hurried past it.

Gwn ran to catch up.

"You' ve mssed the gate."

"I'"ve not m ssed no gate."

Her face was bone and thin as a man's.

"\Where you goi ng?"

"\Where you t hink?"

"You can't walk the pass in this weather!"

The road went above the house and under the Bryn, and

the rain fell so that only hedges and trees could be seen and the

fields were white.

Gwn's flesh throbbed with the water's bruising, and his nmouth hung
open.

"What am | supposed to do?"
"Do what you I|ike, boy."
"Huw says | got to stay!"

"You stay, then."



"You don't care?"
They were level with the back drive gate.

"You don't care nothing? For me? For hin? For this place? You
never cared!"

"There isn't the pound notes in London--"

"I"'mstaying. Maml |'m
stayi ng!"

Nancy receded fromhim |eaving himat the gate.

" Nand "

She turned but did not stop.

She wal ked backwards up the road, shouting, and the rain washed the
air clean of her words and dissol ved her haunted face, broke the dark
line of her into webs that left no stain, and Gwn watched for a while
t he unmarked pl ace where she had been, then clinbed over the gate.
CHAPTER TVENTY- SEVEN.

ALI SON SAT IN the wi ndow towel ling her hair.

She had heard a | ot of novenent in the house, and R

oger had slammed in and out of his bedroom and was now running a

bat h.

The surface of the fish tank was |ike pewter under the rain.

Nancy appeared on the drive and hurried away, and Gwn foll owed nore
slowy with a case in each hand.

He wi nced at the rain, and then turned his face up to catch the water
in his nouth.

The cases | ooked as though they were tugging his arnms off.

Each wist canme i nches below the shirt cuff, and the macki ntosh had
tucked to the el bow

He foll owed Nancy along the drive, past the stables, out of sight.

Alison twi sted the towel round her head and went downstairs to the
first |anding.

The bath taps roared.
"Roger ?"
"\What ?"
He coughed and hawked.

"I's anything the matter?"



"It's disgusting."”

"I think they've gone now," said Alison.

"Nancy and GAYN.

Shpping off a day early when there's no one here.
Mumy' | | be hvid.

What shall we do?

"I"'mhaving a bath. These bl asted feathers."
"Roger, shall | go after thenf"

Roger was coughing too hard to answer.

Alison went to the cl oakroom for her anorak and then out across the
| awn, her hair still in its turban.

The rain was like a wall.

They must have gone for a taxi.

The phone box?

Yes, they'd have to.

"1l catch themthere.

The road dropped between hi gh banks.

At the bottomwas the bridge made of poor slate, and Alison saw a man
grow out of the rain and stone as she cane near.

Huw Hal f oacon | eant on the bridge and watched the flood rise.

He wore a sack pinned so that it hung down his back alnost to the
ground.

The point of one corner reached his boots.
Al'i son hesitated.

She pulled the turban out, and draped the towel across her arm and
shook her hair loose in the rain.

"Hel |l 0," said Huw.
"Wet, isn't it?"

"Have you seen Nancy and Gayn?"
said Alison.

"They were going down the shop. They won't be long/' " Are you sure?

said Alison." | think they're |eaving/'

"They will be back soon" said Huw.



"They will not go."

"Why were they carrying their |uggage?"
said Alison.

"Practice, is it?"
sai d Huw.

"Now why are you getting so wet? You are not used to it |ike ne.
You will be catching chill. I am going back the house: cone al ong
now. "

He turned Alison by her arm

"I got something for you," he said.

"Present."”

"A present? For me?"
said Alison.

"I't's not ny birthday."
"It is nean people who nust wait for birthdays" said Huw.
"No, no, this is just a present.”

"What is it?"
said Alison.

"Are you sure they're com ng back?"

"A present," said Huw.

"I amcertain of it."

They reached the back of the stables.

Huw t ook out a key ring and fanned the keys.
They were all worn snooth from his pocket.

"You never been in my part, have you?"

"No;' said Alison." Look, that door's open.

Yes, she's | oose now' said Huw. " | rmust tell Roger.
What's in it?

"Not hi ng;' said Huw. He unl ocked his own | ow green door and steered
Alison inside." You will excuse the untidy.

It was a room of bare stone and a sloping roof with massive cross
beanms, and at first there was no suggestion that it was lived in.

It was a |lunber roomin an outhouse, cluttered with boxes and crates,



pai nt cans, oil drums, ropes, mallets, rusted tools, and tins of nails,
a chi mey sweep's brush and rods.

There was no furniture, but planks side by

side bridged two beans, and on them Alison saw bl ankets, and a sack
of straw for a pillow.

"You - live - here?"

she said.

"Yes," said Huw

" Al ways. "

"How | ong?"

"Always. | amnot good at counting years."

"But there's nowhere to sit, or to cook, no water, no fire.

How do you manage?

What happens in w nter?

Wnter is a cold tinme, yes," said Huw.

"Where do you keep things?"
said Alison.

" ot hes. "
"l wear clothes" said Huw.

"And | got all the valley to keep things in. But special things:
here.”

He rummaged in the bl ankets.

"Present for you," he said.

"I don't want it," said Alison.

"That's a beastly trick."

Huw hel d out the box.

"It is yours" he said.

"The present is inside."

"l know what's inside. | don't want it."
She pressed hersel f against a metal bunker.

"Don't bring it near ne.

Huw opened t he box.



"It is special present fromthe boy. He asked special. Al | done
is put that old |ace on."

"What ?"
Ali son | ooked down at the box which Huw held in front of her

The polished slate gl owed, and the shape of brow and eye stood cl ear
inthe dimlight.

A |l eather bootlace was threaded through the hole so that the pendant
coul d be worn.

"He is saying it is very old."
Huw t ook the pendant out of the box.
"lt's too awful - | can't bear it."

"It is yours. The boy said to give it you for present.”

"No. "

"He wants you to have it, but he is shy to give hinself."

"Put it away! Please! It's too nuch!"

"No, no, very cheap, nothing at all. | am saying you give it her

boy, but no you give her he is saying, and tell her it is fromnme. He
is a nice boy."

"No! - Please not!"

Huw lifted the pendant and slipped the bootl ace over her head.

"There. Present for you."

Roger put on cl ean cl ot hes.

The barbs of feather had | odged everywhere, and the dust and snell
were still foul in his throat.

He opened the bedroom wi ndow to clear the air and he saw Huw
Hal f bacon come fromthe back of the stables.

The rain noved behind him the earth boiled as if under a harrow, and
he was carrying Alison over his shoul der

"What's wrong?"
Roger call ed.

"She fainted there. It was present fromthe boy, then wallop on the
bunker . "

"I's she hurt?"

"Let us in quick, and fetch the boy."



Roger ran to the kitchen.

"Bar the door," said Huw.
He laid Alison on the table.

"What's up with her?"
sai d Roger.

"Who's scratched her face?"

v

Alison's cheek was scored with parallel red lines, but they seenmed to
be under the skin.

There was no bl eedi ng.

"Go fetch the boy," said Huw

"Tell him be quick."

"She wants a doctor," said Roger.

"Go fetch that boy!"

shout ed Huw.

He marched Roger to the door and threw hi moutside.
"It's wet, you crackpot! Let ne in! |I've just changed!"

Huw had bol ted t he door.

Roger hurried to the cloakroom was too late, and the front door was
| ocked.

He ran all the way down the drive and the road to the tel ephone box.
The line was dead: silence in his ear.
He went into the shop.

"Yes?"
said Ms Richards.

"Tel ephone, " sai d Roger.

"Wres are down" said Ms Richards.

"Tree fallen on the road.

Shocki ng weather, isn't it?

They say it's worse along the valley.

"How can | find a doctor?"

"You can't find no doctor. Wat you want a doctor for?"

"I't's Mss Alison. She's fainted: or concussed. | don't know.'



You find Gwn," said Ms Richards."
You'll be all right.

The poor girl.

You go find himnow.

He's up the house.

" Roger backed out of the shop." Gayn!
Gwyn!

Gwyn!

He searched the garden as far as the wood. He fought through

nettles and swanp to the drive, and when he reached the | evel ground he

could hardly stand. Gwn was
clinmbing over the gate fromthe road.

" Qyn! "
Gwn sat on the gate.

"Gwn! Hal fbacon wants you! He says be quick! The kitchen! -Wait
for mel"

But Gwn went wi thout speaking to Roger.

Bel ow hi mthe wood held a noi se that came closer, yet was hard to
pl ace anong the trees, and the rain and the river crashed in flood,
the one noise itself was the total of all its sounds.

If it was anything it was the noise of a wind on the pass and its
echo before it in the valley, or it was the noise of ows hunting,
t hough he had never heard so many: never a wood of ow s.

"Huwl Huw, man! Huw Huw "

Roger caught up with Gwn while Huw was unfastening the bolts.
"What is it, Huw? What's happened?”

"Come in, boy."

Alison lay on the table, covered with Huw s jacket.

Feat hers clung to her and drifted round her.

Huw brushed them of f, and they circled with the convection currents,

and cane back to her.

"It's the power" said Huw.

"I't's in her now, bad. This is it, boy.

VWat do you want ne to do?"

sai d Gwn.

and



"Hel p her."

"Her there? O her outside?"
"They are the sane now, " said Huw.
The wind hit the house.

Bl ossom and twigs flew by, iii iil
i!

stripped fromthe bushes, the tendrils of clematis cracked on the
wal I s and | eaves stuck to the wi ndow and skylight in a green autumm.

Rai n washed them of f, gravel |et pinholes of day through.

More | eaves cane.

"I'"ve stayed to help you and the valley, not this lot" said GAYN
"These two are nothing."

"You are the three. You have made this together," said Huw.
"I"'mnot doing anything for them I|'ve finished."
Roger brushed the feathers away from Alison.

They circled and clung: circled and clung: the oW dance he had found
in the dust.

They were nmoving on the ceiling and the walls, and he began to see
the patterns that had foll owed Huw in the rain: eyes and w ngs and
shar pness: wi nged eyes, yellow, and bl ackness curved: all in the
rafters and the wall and the feathers everywhere.

There had never been so many feathers.

He brushed them from Ali son's cheek.

She cried out, and he saw three lines scored frombrow to neck, and
on her hands, and no break in the skin.

"Stop jabbering, you, and do sonething," said Roger.
"Cet these feathers off. Get themo."

"I am not knowi ng what to do" said Huw.

"You said you did know' said Gwn.

"What' s gone w ong?"

"You. "
"Whay me? |'mhere. |1've not run away. You said this was ny vall ey,
and |'ve not run away. | promi sed not to. |I trusted you last night,

and came back. Show ne what |'ve to do."



"I can't - say."

"What ?"
sai d Gwn.

"I only feel. Always it is ows, always we are destroyed. Why mnust
she see owls and not flowers? Always it is the sane.”

"What is it you want ne to do?"

sai d Gwn.

"Look to her. Confort her."
"I can"t."

"Just confort her."

"I can't, man. Anything else. You don't know what these two have
done. | can't touch her."

Al'i son trenbl ed.
G aw marks dragged at her |egs.

"She is conming, and will use what she finds, and you have only hate
in you" said Huw

"Always and al ways and al ways."

Gwn's jaw was fixed.

"Try" said Huw.

"You didn't say it would be this," said Gwn.
"I can"t."

"Try.

Confort.

" Confort.

Gwn shook his head.

The skylight smashed under a branch, but the wires bonded in the

gl ass kept out the weight that pressed to enter, and in the darkness
the feathers and the eyes and the claws hung and noved.

The kitchen was swept with rain.

There was no colour in Alison's face except for the scratches.

Her breath came qui ck and shal | ow.



"Can't you stop it?"
sai d Roger.

"He can," said Huw.

"But he is not wanting."

"Can't you make hi n? Wy not ?"

"He was hurt too much. He is not telling ne.
"You won't do this," Roger said to Gwn.
"It's AlL."

Gwn did not nove.

Roger put out his hand, but Gwyn ignored him

" Quyn. "

Roger spoke quietly.

"It's nmy fault. It was ne. Not AIl . She never |aughed at you. It
wasn't like | said. | twisted it round. I'msorry. Don't let it
happen, Gwn. If you really can stop it, don't let it happen.”
Gwn turned his head and | ooked at Roger.

Roger saw the question formin his eyes, and he saw that Gwn knew.
"Al'l right, Gwn?"

The blue of the eyes froze, and in a slow voice Gwn said, "Get |ost
- Mumy's boy."

The wal |l s were shedding their texture and taking another in the
pounci ng feat hers.

Gwn spoke again, but Roger could scarcely hear across the darkness.
"Yes. Yes, Gwn."

The back of his head and all his spine were hol |l ow

There was bile in his throat.

He could do nothing to answer the words.

He could only shore his m nd against them because if he did not he
woul d be spilled by the bitter dark.

"And how is the Birm ngham Belle? Still ringing? " Yes, Gwn.
" There was no nore. He waited, but there was no nore, and in the
cal mof the pain's clearing he found no anger. Gwn stood al one.
Huw

crouched by the stove.



Roger | ooked at them both, the man and the boy.

"You poor devils," he said.

He went to Alison and gathered the feathers that |ay on her
"You poor devils."

"He is hurt too nmuch she wants to be flowers and you nmake her ow s
and she is at the hunting--"

"I's that it?"
sai d Roger.

"I's that all it is? As easy as that?"
"--and so wi thout end w thout end w thout end--"

"Hey, All, did you
hear ?"

Roger brushed the feathers aside.

"You've got it back to front, you silly gubbins. She's not ows.
She's flowers.

Fl owers.

Fl oners, Al.

" He stroked her forehead." You' re not birds.
You're flowers.

You' ve never been anything el se.

Not ow s.

Fl owers.

That's it.

Don't fret.

" Alison stirred.

"Ch yes they are flowers! And you know it! Flowers, Ali. Quietly,
now. Flowers. Flowers. Flowers. Gentle. Flowers--" He pulled Huw s
j acket higher, and turned the collar to keep off the rain.

Alison tugged it down between her shoul der and chin.

Roger | aughed.

"Fl owers. Flowers. That's the way."

The marks pal ed on her skin, and tightness went fromher face as she
breathed to the neasure of his hand on her brow

"That's better. There now yes: yes: of course they're flowers.



What made you think those plates could be anything el se? Wiy didn't
you cut the pattern into flowers right at the start, you silly girl?"

"By damm" said Huw

28 |
Sonet hi ng touched Roger's hand.

He started to brush it away, but there were too many.
He | ooked up
"Hello, AIl."

And the roomwas ft of petals fromskylight and rafters, and al
about thema fragrance, and petals, flowers falling, broom
nmeadowsweet, falling, flowers of the oak

Post scri pt.

Jhe OM Service is a kind of ghost story, in real life as well as on
t he page.

Right fromthe start things happened that had not happened with
earlier books.

It began when | read an old Wl sh | egend about Lleu, and his w fe
Bl odeuwedd who was nade for himout of flowers.

Later she fell in love with Gronw Pebr, and together they nurdered
LI eu.

LI eu was brought back to Iife by magic, and he killed G onw by
throwing a spear with such force that it went right through the rock
behi nd whi ch Gronw was sheltering; and the rock, says the legend, is
called The Stone of Gonwto this day.

Bl odeuwedd, for her part in her husband's nurder, was turned into an
ow .

When | read the legend, | felt that it was not just a magical tale,
but a tragedy of three people who destroy each other through no fault
of their own but just because they were forced together

It was a nmodern story: the idea that you could have three people for
some reason unable to get away from each other, and | began to think
about how | could bring theminto that position, and what sort of
peopl e woul d they have to be to interact so lethally and yet be

harm ess in themnsel ves.

The I egend stuck in ny mnd for several years, and then one day ny
not her-in-1aw showed ne an ol d di nner service.

She had noticed that the floral pattern round the edge of the plates
could be seen as the body, w ngs and head
Postscript of an ow .

My wife, Giselda, traced the pattern,juggled it a bit, folded the
pattern together and there it was, a nodel paper ow, which she perched
on the back of a chair.



An ow fromflowers.
A woman nmade from fl owers and changed into an ow .

| saw at once that here, in this dinner service, was nmy nodern story,
based on the | egend.

But even so, for a long time nothing el se would cone.

Then, by chance, we went to stay at a house in a renote valley in
North \al es.

Wthin hours of arriving I knew that | had found the setting for the
story, or the setting had found ne.

Its atnosphere fitted both the original |egend and the nature of the
di nner service.

| deas began to grow

Suppose three people cane here to this house and found the plates.
Suppose the plates held the power of the legend, like batteries.
The story took shape.

| | ooked around for nore ideas.

The lie of the land fitted the descriptions in the |egend.
Everyt hi ng was where it ought to be.

The | egend coul d have happened here.

As | stood on the doorstep at night, thinking these things, an ow
brushed its wings in ny face.

The sensation of finding, not inventing, a story continued.

It was all there, waiting, and | was the archaeol ogi st picking away
the earth to reveal the bones.

Daf ydd Rees was ei ghty-one years ol d.
He was known in the valley as C ocydd, "bell-ringer" , because he had
rung the church bell for sixty-five years, after his uncle retired from

the sane job after seventy years.

Daf ydd had worked as the caretaker and gardener of the house since
1898.

He was the greatest help to me, since he let me into his
L i know edge of the valley, its history, its traditions, its

f ol kl or e.

Everything that Gwn, in the book, tells Alison about the valley, is
what Dafydd told ne.

But al t hough he knew that |I'was witing a story about the valley, |



never mentioned the legend to him nor he to ne.

So it was a shock one day when | was walking in the rain and cane
upon Dafydd sitting in the hedgebank, a sack about his shoul ders, and
scratching a flat piece of slate with a pointed one.

| sat down to talk, and | ooked at what he was doi ng.

He had scratched the world
"Bl odeuwedd” on the flat sl ate.

"What's that?"
| said.

"A nanme" said Dafydd
"Can you tell me about it?"
"It's just a nane," said Dafydd, and threw the slate into the river.

"Has anyone ever been killed here?"
| said.

"Yes," said Dafydd.
" How?"

"Bow and arrow. A Red Indian stood on the hill just by there, and
shot the man at a stone near the river. Perhaps he escaped from
Buffalo Bill's circus that was at Dol geuau that time, the Indian.
Funny old tale, isn't it?"

But Dafydd told ne nothing of Lleu, Blodeuwedd and G onw Pebr; and
knew better than to ask

The OM Service was nade into a television series, for which | wote
the script, and we filmed it in the valley.

I found the experience hard to bear, because characters who had |ived
in my head for so many years - were nowreally in the valley and really
speaki ng the words that | had

Postscript witten

What had been a thought was now happening in front of ne.

It felt like a kind of magi cal madness.

But, after nine weeks, it was over, and all the concentration that

had made the story and the actors nore real than reality ended
instantly, with the director's conmand of'cut!"

The caneras stopped, the lights went out, the gear was stowed, the
costumes were packed, the actors cleaned off their make-up and went
their ways, to beconme once nore individuals, never again to be together
in that relationship.

They went.

For me, in the valley where | had set the story, it was a sense of
| oss.



The val l ey had not changed.
It was as it had been before | ever knewit.

For a few hectic weeks nmy thoughts had taken on shapes, and noved as
people in the | andscape where | had i magi ned t hem

But now they had gone, and all was as it had al ways been.
"It was a good tinme," Dafydd wote in a letter afterwards.
"I have been to the stone. She is lonely now "

ALAN GARNER



